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ADVERTISEMENT. 

jL h e public is here prefented with a felec* 
tion of Englifh poetry, in a chronological feries, 
from the beginning of the fixteenth century (or, 
including an extract from Chaucer, from the 
latter part of the fourteenth) to the prefent time, 
upon a plan hitherto unattempted, at leaft in 
this country*. It will not be thought poflible 
that a colle&ion in three volumes (hould com- 
prife every poem of value in the language j 
but it may be confidently aflerted that there is 
(carce a (ingle poet of any eminence or merit 
who has not contributed generally his beft, 

* Ths Calxdohian Musi, a collection of ScotUh 
poetry, upon a fimilar plan, printed fome years fincc, 
though not yet publi(hed, was, in faft, a fubfequent com- 
pilation. 
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and in fomc cafes his only, production, and 
that no publication of like nature ever com- 
prehended fuch a number and variety of ex* 
cellent poems, or was printed with fuperior 
elegance, fidelity, or corre&nefs. No altera- 
tion (except in apparent miftakes) has been 
attempted either in the language or in the 
orthography, and as little as poffible even in 
the punftuation, of the edition followed, which* 
if not always the beft, will in no cafe be found 
a bad one ; the only variation, if any, confift* 
ing in the orthography, which is* perhaps, very 
feldom that of the author : nor has any piece 
been inferted which had already appeared in 
" A Select Collection of English 
Songs/' publiflied in 1783. 

It muft be cohfeffed that the ufe, or hther 
abufe, of Italic types and capital letters has 
proved a fource of conftant difcouragement 
and vexation. To have entirely preferved 
thefe frivolous diftin&ions* of which* in many 
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Inftances, it was utterly impoffible to difcovcr 
the reafon, would have been perfectly ridicu- 
lous y to omit them altogether appeared an aft 
of violence. The editor, therefor, has not the 
vanity to hope that either the retention or the 
omiffion will fatisfy the more critical reader j 
being utterly unable to difcover any principle 
Which will juftify either the one or the other. 
It is however to be wifhed that, except in 
fixed and given inftances, they could be en- 
tirely laid afide ; being no more neceilary, one 
would think, to the works of Pope or Swift 
than to thofe of Virgil or Horace. 

As it has been thought advifable to publifll 
the firft of thefe volumes before the others can 
be printed, it is earneftly requefted that thofe 
Who poflefs the dates of the birth and death of 
Fitzgerald, Bramston, Fawkes, sir 
Charles Hanbury Williams, Smart, 
Merrick, Lloyd, Langhorne, dr. Cot-' 
ton, Hall Stevenson; lady Mart 
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Wortley Montague, mrs. Barber, and 
miss Mary Jones, will be kind enough to 
communicate them to the publifher, in order 
that the fele&ions from thofe poets may be 
duly arranged; and even the births of sir 
John Harington, Duke, sir Samuel 
Garth, Fenton, Broome* and Somer- 
vile, may be made ufe of in a future edition* 
fliould the collection be found to deferve it* 
One fliould indeed have naturally concluded 
that thefe important fads, for fuch the birth and 
death of a man of merit or eminence un- 
doubtedly are* would be found in the lives that 
have been written of almoft all the perfons 
juft named ; but, in (hort, many of thefe lives* 
even in the excellent biographical prefaces of 
Dr. Johnfon, may be carefully perufed without 
betraying even the century in which the author 
made fo diftinguifhed a figure. — Any fuggef- 
tion, at the fame time, for the improvement 
of the work, in matter, method, accuracy, or 
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elegance, will be gratefully received, and pro- 
perly attended to. 

It were, perhaps, to be wifhed, that the 
colle&ion could have commenced at an earlyer 
period ; but the editor is fufficiently familiar 
with the poetical productions of preceding 
centuries to pronounce with confidence, that 
no compofition of a moderate length is to be 
found, prior to the year 1500, which would 
be thought to deferve a place in thefe volumes j 
the nicety of the prefent age being ill difpofed 
to make the neceflary allowances for the un- 
couth di&ion and homely fentiments of former 
times. Nor will any perfon be forward to 
refcue fuch things from oblivion, while the 
attempt expofes him to the malignant and 
ruffian-like attacks of fome hackney fcribbler 
or perfonal enemy, through the medium of 
one or other of two periodical publications, 
in which the mod illiberal abufe is vented 
under colour of impartial criticifm, and both 
the literary and moral charader of every maa 
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who wifhes to make his . peculiar ftudie* 
contribute to the information or amufement 
of focicty are at the mercy of a conceited 
pedant, or dark and cowardly afiaffin. Thp 
editor, at the fame time, by no means flatten 
himfelf, that either the omiffion of what is ob- 
fcure and unintelligible, or the infertion of 
every thing elegant and refined, will be fuffi- 
cient to protect thefe volumes from the ran* 
corous malice and envenomed (lander of the 
reviewing critic. He appeals, however, from 
the partial cenfures of a mercenary and ma- 
levolent individual, to the judgement and can- 
dour of a generous and difcerning public, 
whofe approbation is propofed as the fole re- 
ward of his difinterefted labours. 

It ought to be mentioned, in juftice to the 
prefent compilation, that it was made many 
years ago : nor fhould it, perhaps, if it could, 
be concealed that the idea originated from a 
fight of the elegant French fong-book, in- 
titled I/Anthologie Fran^oise. 
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PART THE FIRST. 



THE IOVER COMPLAINETH OF THE UW- 
KIKDNSSS OF HIS LOVE. 



SIR. THOMAS WYATT. ' 



Mr lute, awake ; perform the laft 
Labour that thou and I Mil wall. 

And ende that I have now begunne ; 
And when this fong is fong and pail, 

My lute, be ftvll ; for I have done. 



outlier tftbi i 
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WYATT. 

As to be heard where eare is none, 
As leade to grave in marble ftone, 
. My fong may pearce her hart as foon ; 
Should we then figh, or fing, or mone ? 
No* no, my lute, for I have done* 10 

The rocks do not fo cruelly 
Repulfe the waves continually, 

As (he my fuite and affe&ion ; 
So that I am paft remedy, 

Whereby my lute and I have done. 15 

Proude of the fpoyle that thou haft gotte 
Of fimple hearts, through loves fhot, 

By whome, unkind, thou haft them wonne ; 
Think not he hath his bow forgott, 

Although my lute and I have done. 20 

Vengeance fhail fall on thy difdaine, 
That makeft but game on earneft payae ; 

Think not alone under the funn 
Unquit to caufe thy lovers playne, 

Although my lute and I have done. 25 

May c chance' thee lye withred and old, 
In winter nights that are fo cold, 

Playning in vaine unto the moon ; 
Xhy wifhes then dare not be told, 

Care then who lift, for I have doone. 3* 

V, 26. chanced. 
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And then may chaunce thee to repent 
The time that thou haft loft and fpent. 

To came thy lovers fighe and iwone i 
Then fhalt thon know beauty but lent, 

And wifh and want as I have done. 

Now ceafe, my lute ; this Is the la ft 

Labour that thou and I fhall waft. 

And ended is that we begonne ; 

. Now is this fong both fong and pall : 

My late, be ftill ; for I have done. 




PRISONER IN WINDSOR, HE RECOUNTETK 
HIS PLEASURE THERE PASSED. 

BY HENRY HOWARD, EARL OF SURREY.* 

bo cruell prifon howe could betyde, alas t 
As proude Windfor ; where I, in luft and joy, 
Wythe a Kynges fonne, my chyldy (h yeres dyd parte, 
In greater feaft than Priams fonnes of Troye ; 
Where eche fwete place returnes a taftfull fower : 5 
The large grene court where we were wont to ' hove/ 
Wyth eyes caft up into the maydens tower, 
And eafy iighes, fuch as folkes draw in love ; 
The (lately feates, the ladies brighte of hewe ; 
The daunces fhort, long tales of greate delight, io> 
Wyth woordes and lookes, that tygers could but rewe* 
Where eche of us dyd pleafe the others 1 ryghte ; 
The palme play, where deipoyled for the game, 
With dared eyes oft we by gleames of love, 
Have myft the ball, and gote fighte of our dame, 1 5 
To bayte her eyes, whyche kept the leads above ; 
The gravel ground, wythe fleves tyde on the helms 
On fomyng horfe, with fwordes and friendly hartes m y 
Wythe chere as though one mould another whelme, 
Where we have fought, and chafed oft with dartes ; 20 

* Born 15..; beheaded 1546. 
V, 6. trove. 
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With filver droppes the meade yet fpreade for ruthc, 
f n active games of nimblenefs and ftrength, 
Where we did ftrayne, trayned wyth fwannes of 

youthe, 
Our tender limmes, that yet mot up in lengthe ; 
The fecrete groves which ofte we made refounde, 
Of pleafant playnte, and of our ladies prayfe, 26 
Recordyng oft what grace eche one had founde, 
What hope of fpede, what dreade of long delayes ; 
The wylde forrefte, the clothed « holtes' with grene, 
With raynes availed, and fwiftly breathed horfe ; 30 
Wyth cry of houndes and merry blades betwene, 
Where we did chafe the feareful hart of force ; 
The wyde vales eke, that harborde us eche nyghte : 
Wherewyth (alas) reviveth in my brefte, 
The fwete accorde, fuch flepes as yet delyght ; 35 
The pleafant dreames, the quyet bed of refte ; 
The fecret thoaghtes imparted with fuch truft ; 
The wanton talke, the dy vers chaunge of playe ; 
The friendship iworne, eche promife kept fo faft ; 
Wherewith we paft the winter nyghte away. 40 
And wyth thys thoughte, the bloud forfakes the face, 
The teares berayne my chekes of deadly hewe, 
The whyche as foone as fobbyng fighes (alas !) 
Upfupped have, thus I my playnt renewe : 
O place of blifle ! renewer of my woes ! 45 

Give me accompt where is my noble fere, 
Whom in thy walks thou doeft eche nyghte enclofe, 
To other < leefe,' but unto me mod ' deere :' 

V. 89. holct. V. 48. lufe. clccrc, 
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Eccho (alas !) that doth my forrow rewe, 
Returns thereto a hollowe founde of play nt; 50 
Thus I alone, where all my freedome grewe, 
In pryfon pyne, wythe bondage and reftraynt : 
And with remembrance of the greater griefe 
To banifhe the left I fynd my chief reliefe. 



DESCRIPTION AND PRAISE OF HIS LOVE 

GERALDINE. 

BY THE SAME* 

. From Tufcane came my ladies worthy race, 
Faire Florence was fometyme her auncient feate ; 
The Weftern yle whofe pleafant fhorc dotli face 
Wild Cambers clifs, did geve her lyuely heate ; 
Follered fhe was with milke of Irifhe breil ; 5 
Her fire, an erle, her dame, of princes blood ; 
From tender yeres in Britaine fhe doth reft, 
With Kinges childe, where (he tafteth coftly foode. 
Honfdon did firft prefent her to myne yien : 
Bright is her hewe, and Geraldine fhe hight ; 10 
Hampton me taught to wifhe her firft for mine, 
And Windfbr, das, doth chafe me from her fight* 
Her beauty of kinde, her vertue from above y 
Happy is he that can obtain her love ! '' 



ECLOGUE. 

BY EDMUND SPENSER.* 
AUGOMINT. 

IN /AfrAeglogue, Colin Clout, afbepbeardt boy, comflalnetb 
\ bimfelfe of bit unfortunate /one, beting but newly (at it 
feewtttb) enamoured of a countrty lajfe called Rofalind : 
with wbicbfhrong ajfe&ion being verie fore trauelled, bee 
comparetb bis careful/ cafe to the fad feafon of tbe yeere t 
to tbe fro/lie ground, to tbe frozen treet, and to bit own* 
winter-beaten flocke. And laflly, finding bimfelfe robbed 
of all former pleafance and deligbt, be breaketb bit fipe in 
feecet) and cafietb bimfelfe to tbe ground. 

COLIN CLOUT. 

A shepheards boy (no better doe him call), 

When Winters waftefuH (pight was almoft (pent, 
All in a funfhine day, as did befall, 

' Led forth his flocke, that had been long ypent. 
So feint they woxe, and feeble in the fold, 5 

That now vnnethes their feet could them vphold. 

• Born 1553; dyed 1598. 

A* 



8 SPENSER. 

All as the fheepe, fuch was the fhepheards looke, 
For pale and wanne he was, (alas the while !) 

May feem he lov'd, or elfe fome care he tooke : 
Well couth he tune his-pipe, and frame his fHle. 

Tho to a hill his fainting flock he led, 1 1 

And thus him plainde, the while his fheepe there fed. 

Yee gods of loue, that pittie louers paine, 
(If any gods the paine of louers pittie :) 

Looke from aboue, where you in ioyes remaine, 15 
And bow your eares vnto my dolefull dittie. 

And Pan, thou fhepheards god, that once did loue, 

Pittie the paines that thou thyfelfe didft proue. ' 

Thou barren ground whom Winters wrath hath 
wafted, 

Art made a mirrour, to behold my plight : 20 
Whilom thy frefh Spring flowr'd, and after hailed 

Thy Sommer proude, with daffadillies dight ; 
And now is come thy Winters ftormie ftate, 
Thy mantle mard, wherein thou mafkedft late. 

• 

Such rage as Winters raigneth in my heart, 25 
- My life-blood freezing, with vnkindly cold : 
Such ftormie ftoures doe breed my balefull fmart, 

As if my yeeres were wafte, and woxen old. 
And yet, alas, but now my fpring*begosine, 
And yet, alas, it is already donne. J3 




SPENSER. 9 

You naked trees, whofe fhadie leaues are loft, 
Wherein the birds were wont to build their bowre a 

And now are cloath'd with mofTe and hoarie froft, 
In ftead of bloffoms, wherewith your buds did 
flowre, 

I fee your teares, that from your boughs doe raine, 

Whofe drops in drerie yficles remaine, 36 

Alfo my luftfull leafe is dry and feare, 
My timely buds with wailing all are wafted : 

The bloflbm which my branch of youth did beare, 
With breathed fighs is blowne away, and blafted. 

And from mine eyes the drizling teares defcend, 41 

As on your boughs the yficles depend. 

Thou feeble flocke, whofe fleece is rough and rent, 
Whofe knees are weake, through faft, and euill 
fare, 

Maift witnefTe well by thy ill gouernment, 45 
Thy maifters mind is ouercome with care. 

Thou weake, I wanne ; thou leane, I quite forlorne ; 

With mourning pine I, you with pining mourne* 

A thoufand fithes I curfe that carefull houre, 
Wherein I longd the neighbour towne to fee : 50 

And eke ten thoufand fithes I bleffe the ftoure, 
Wherein I faw fo faire a fight as fhee. 

Yet all for nought : fuch fight hath bred my bane : 

Ah God, that loue fhould breed both ioy and paine ! 



10 SPENSER. 

It is not Hobbinol, wherefore I plaine, 55 

Albee my Ioue he feeke with daily fuit : 

His clownifh gifts and curtefies I difdaine, 
His kids, his cracknels, and his early fruit. 

Ah, fbolifh Hobbinol, thy gifts been vaine : 

Colin them gives to Rofalinde againe. 60 

I loue thilke lafle, (alas, why doe I loue ?) 
And am fbrlorne, (alas, why am I lorne ?) 

Shee deignes not my good will, but doth reprooue, 
And of my rurall muiick holdeth fcorne. 

Shepheards deuife (he hateth as the make, 65 

And laughes the fongs that Colin Clout does make. 

Wherefore my pipe, albee rude Pan thou pleafe, 
Yet for thou pleafeft not where moft I would* 

And thou vnluckie Mufe, that woontft to eafe 
My mufing minde, yet canft not, when thou mould, 

Both pipe and Mufe, {hall fore the while abie : 71 

So broke his oaten pipe, and downe did He. 

By that the welked Phoebus gan auaile 
His wearie waine, and now the froftie Night 

Her mantle blacke through heauen gan overhaile ; 
Which feene, the penfiue boy halfe in defpight 

Arofe, and homeward droue his funned fheepe, 

Whofe hanging heads did feem his careful cafe to 
weepe. 



\ 



SPENSER. If 



SONNET. 



BT THB SAME. 



Ok b day I wrote her name vpon the ftrand* 

But came the wanes and walked it away : 
Againe, I wrote it with a fccond hand. 

But came die tyde, and made my paines his pray. 
Vaine man, laid (he, that dooft in vaine afTay, 5 

A mortal thing fi> to immortalize* 
For I myfelfe fhall like to this decay, 

And eke my name be wiped out likewife. 
Not fo, quodi I, let bafer things deuife 

To die in daft, bat you fhall line by fame : 10 
My verfe your virtues rare (hall eternize, 

And in the heauens write your glorious name. 
Where, when as death (hall all the world iiibdew. 
Our loue fhall Hue, and later life renew. 




* «•. 
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BY MICHAEL DRAVTON, ES<^* 

\V <BAT time the weary weather-beaten fheep, 
To get them fodder, hie them to the fold, 

And the poor herds that lately did them keep 
Shudder'd with keennefs of the winter's cold : 

The groves of their late fummer pride forlorn, £ 

In mofly mantles fadly feem'd to mourn. 

That filent time, about the upper world, 
Phoebus had forc'd his fiery-footed team, 

(And down again the fteep Olympus whirl'd 
To wafli his chariot in the Weftern ftream, io 

In night's black (hade, when Rowland, all alone, 

Thus him complains, his fellow fhepherds gone* 

You flames, quoth he, wherewith thou heaven art 
dight, 

That me (alive) the woful'ft creature view, 
You, whofe afpe&s have wrought me this defpight, 

And me with hate yet ceafelefsly purfue, 16 
For whom too long I tarried for relief, 
Now afk but death, that only ends my grief, 

* Morn 1563; dyed 1631. 
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Yearly my vows, O heavens, have I not paid* 
Of the bell fruits, and firftlings of my flock ? 20 

And oftentimes have bitterly inveigh'd 

'Gainft them that you prophanely dar'd U 
mock? 

O, who fliall ever give what is your due, 

If mortal man be uprighter than you ? 

If the deep fighs of an affli&cd breaft, 25 

O'erwhelm'd with forrow, or th* eredled eyes 

Of a poor wretch with miferies oppreft, 

For whofe complaints tears never could fuffice. 

Have not the power your deities to move, 

Who (hall e'er look for fuccour from above ? 30 

O night, how (till obfequious have I been, 
To thy flow filence whi(pering in thine ear. 

That thy pale fovereign often hath been feen 
Stay to behold me fadly from her fphere, 

Whilft the flow minutes duly I have told, 35 

With watchful eyes attending on my fold ! 

How oft by thee the foJitary fwain, 

Breathing his paflion to the early fpring, 

Hath left to hear the nightingale complain, 
Pleafing his thoughts alone to hear me fmg ! 40 

The nymphs forfook their places of abode, 

To hear the founds that from my mufick flow'd. 



\$ DRAYTOK. 

Poor cur, quoth he, and him therewith did ftroke f 

Go to your cote, and there thyfelf repofe. 
Thou with thine age, my heart with forrow broke. 

Be gone, ere death my reftlefs eyes do dofe j 
The time is come thou mull thy mailer leave, 9} 
Whom the vile world mail never more deceive. 

With folded aims thus hanging down his head, 
He gave a groan, his heart in fonder cleft. 

And, as a Hone, already feemed dead 

Before his breath was fully him bereft ; 10a 

The faithful fwain here laftly made an end. 

Whom all good fhepherds ever fhall defend. 




SONNET. 

BY WILLIAM SHAKSPEAR1.* 

TV h eh fprtie winters (hall befeige thy brow, 
And digge deep trenches in thy beauties field, 

Thy youthes proud liuery, fo gaz'd on now, 
Will be a totter'd weed of final worth held : 

« 

Then* being afkt, where all thy beautie lies, 5 

Where all the treafure of thy lulty daies ; 
To fay within thine owne deepe-funken eyes, 

' Were 9 an all-eating lhame, and thriftlefle praife. 
How much more praife deferu'd thy beauties vfe, 

If thou couldft anfwere, this faire child of mine 
Shall fum my count* and make my old excufe ! 

Proouing his beautie by fucceffion thine. 
This were to be new made when thou art ould> 
And fee thy blood warme when thou feel'ft it could* 



* Morn 15641 Jjed 1616. 
y. 8. whfrc. 
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ON HIS MISTRESS, THE QUEEN OF BOHEMIA. 
BY SIR HENRY WOTTON, KTs* 

. • 

You meaner beauties of the night, 

That poorly fatisfie our eyes, 
More by your number, than your light, 

You common people of the fides, 
What are you when the Sun fhall rife ? 

You curious chanters of the wood, 6 

That warble forth dame Natures lays, 

Thinking your voices underffood, 
By your weak accents, what's your praife 
When Philomel her voice fhall raife ? 

You violets, that firft appear, 1 1 

By your pure purple mantles known, 

Like the proud virgins of the year, 
As if the fpring were all your own, 
What are you when the Rofe is blown ? 



* Bwn 1568 ; dyed 1639. 



WOT TOW. J( 

So, when my MiHrift (hall be feen 

Id form and beauty of net mind, 

£y vertue fa-fti then choice, a Queen, 

Tell me, if (he were not defign'd 

Th'*clipfe and glory of her kind ? iq 






upon the death of sir albert 
morton's wife. 



Ha firft deceas'd i (he for a little tri'd 
To live without him : lik'd it not, and di'd. 




THE BAITE. 

BY JOHN DONNE, D. ». . 
DEAN OF ST. PAULS.* 

do me live with mee, and bee my love ; 
And we will fome new pleafures prove 
Of golden fands, and chriftall brookes, 
With iilken lines, and filver hookes. 

There will the river whifpring ranne, 5 

Warm'd by thy eyes, more than the funne ; 
And there th* iitamor'd fifti will ftay, 
Begging themfelves they may betray. 

When thou wilt fwimme in that live bath, 
Each fifti, which every channell hath, 10 
Will amourously to thee fwimme, 
Gladder to catch thee, than thou him. 

If thou to be fo feene beeft loath 
By funne or moone, thou darkneft both ; 
And if my felfe have leave to fee, 15 

I need not their light, having thee. 

* Born 1573; dyed 163*1. — Tbis fong it in imitation of 
mjiiil more beautiful one by Cbriftefber Mar/$ive } beginning 
vtitb the fame line* 



DONNE. 
Let others frees with angling reeds. 
And cut their legges with thels and weeds, 
Or treacherously poore £(h befet, 
With ftrangling fnare, or windowie net : i 

Let coarfe bold hands from (limy neft 
The bedded ftlh in banks out-wrcrt, 
Or curious trajtors. Heave fillce flics. 
Bewitch poore SChes wandring eyes : 

For thee, thou needH no fuch deceit, ; 

For thou thy felfe art thine owne baite | 
That £0), that is not catch'd thereby. 
Alu ! it wifer farre than I. 




B! 



EPITAPHS. 



BY BENJAMIN JONSON, 
POET LAURIAT.* 



ON* THE COUNTESS OF PEMBROKE, SISTER 
TO SIR PHILIP SIDNEY. 

Underneath this marble herfe 
Lies the fubjed of all verfe, 
Sidney's filler, Pembroke's mother; 
Death, ere thou hail flain another, 
Learn'd, and fair, and good as (he, 5 

Time mall throw his dart at thee. 



ON MICHAEL DRAYTON, ESQ^ 

Doe, pious marble, let thy readers knowe, 
What they, and what their children, owe 
To Draiton's name, whofe facred dull 
Wee recommend unto thy trull : 
Protect his mem'ry, and preferve his llorye, 
Remaine a lading monument of his glorye : 

* Born 1574 ; djed 1638. 
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And when thy mines (hall difclame 
To be the treas'rer of his name, 
His name, that cannot fade, ftiall be 
An cvetlaAing monument to thee. 




B* 
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TO HIS SON, VINCENT CORBET. 
BY RICHARD CORBET, BISHOP OF NORWICH,* 

What I (hall leave thee none can tell, 

But all fhall fay I with thee well: 

I with thee (Vin) before all wealth, 

Both bodily and ghoftly health : 

Nor too much wealth, nor wit, come to thee, 

So much of either may undo thee. 6 

I wifh thee learning, not for fhow, 

Enough for to inftruft; and know ; 

Not fuch as gentlemen require, 

To prate at table or at fire. 10 

I wifh thee all thy mothers graces, 

Thy fathers fortunes, and his places. 

I wiih thee friends, and one at court, 

Not to build on, but fupport ; 

To keep thee, not in doing many 1$ 

Oppreffions, but from fufFering any. 

I wifh thee peace in all thy ways, 

Nor lazy, nor contentious days ; 

And, when thy foul and body part, 

As innocent as now thou art, 20 

• Bom 1583; dycdi6$g. 



SONGS. 

Br THOMAS CAREW, ISQ^* 
MURDRINO BEAUTY. 

1'l gaze no more on her bewitching face. 
Since ruine harbours there in every place : 
For my enchanted foul alike (he drowns 
With calms and tempefts of her fmiles and frowns. 
PI love no more thofe cruel eyes of hers, 5 

Which, pleas'd or anger'd, flill are murderers. 
For if fhe dart (like lightning) thro* the ayr 
Her beams of wrath, fhe kils me with defpair ; 
If me behold me with a pleating eye, 
I furfet with exceiTe of joy, and dye. 10 



ETERNITY OF IOVE PROTESTED, 

How ill doth he deferve a lover's name, 

Whofe pale weak flame 
Cannot retain 

• M%rn 1589; djtd 1639. 



a6 CAREW. 

His heat in Jpight of abfence or difdain ; 

But doth at once, like paper iet on fire, 5 

Born and expire ! 
True lore can never change his feat, 
Nor did he ever love that could retreat. 
That noble flame, which my breft keeps alive, 

Shall ftill forvive 10 

When my foule's fled ; 
Nor (hall my love dye when my bodye's dead ; 
That fhall wait on me to die lower made, 

And never fade* 
My very afhes in their urn 1 j 

Shall, like a hallowed lamp, lor ever burn. • 
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THE FAREWELL. 

BY HENRY KIN G, BIS HOP OF CH ICH EST**.* 

SpUndidis long urn <valedico nugls. 

Farewell, fond Love, under whofe childifh whip 
I have ferv'd cot a weary prentifhip ; 
Thou that haft made me thy fcorn'd property, 
To dote on rocks, but yielding loves to fly : 
Go, bane of my dear quiet and content, 5 

Now pra&ife on fome other patient. 

Farewell, falfe Hope, that fann'd my warm defire» 
Till it had rais'd a wild unruly fire, 
Which nor fighs cool, nor tears extinguiih can, 
Although my eyes out-flow'd the ocean : 10 

Forth of my thoughts for ever, tl.ing of air, 
Begun in errour, finifh'd in defpair . 

Farewell, vain World, upon whofe reftlefs ftagc 
Twixt Love and Hope, I have foold out my age ; 
Henceforth, ere fue to thee for my redrefs, 1 5 
He wooe the wind, or court the wildernefs ; 
And buried from the dayes difcovery, 
Study a flow yet certain way to dy. 

# Born \$<jl \ dyed 1669. 
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My woful monument (hall be a cell, 

The murmur of the purling brook my knell ; 

My lifting epitaph the rock ihall grone : 

Thus when fad lovers aft the weeping (lone. 

What wretched thing does in that center lie r 

The hollow eccho will reply, 'twas I. 




THE STORY OF PHOEBUS AND DAPHNI 

APPLIED. 

BY EDMUND WALLER* *S<^. # 

I h i r 3 1 s, a youth of the infpired train, 
Fair Sacharifla lov'd, but lov'd in vain : 
Like Phoebus fung the no leflfe amorous boy ; 
Like Daphne (he, as lovely and as coy : 
With numbers he the flying nimph purfues, 5 
With numbers fuch as Phoebus felf might ufe : 
Such is the chafe when love and fancy leads 
Ore craggy mountains, and through flowry meads ; 
Invok'd to teiHfie the lovers care, 
Or form fome image of his cruell fair. 10 

Urg'd with his fury, like a wounded deer, 
Ore thefe he fled ; and, now approaching near, 
Had reacht the nimph with his harmonious lay, 
Whom all his charms could not incline to day ; 
Yet what he fung in his immortal drain, 15 

Though unfuccefsfull, was not fung in vain : 
All, but the nimph that fhould redrefs his wrong, 
Attend his paflion, and approve his fong. 
Like Phoebus thus, acquiring unfought praife, 
He catcht at love, and fill'd his arm with bayes, 

* Born 1605 ; dyed 1687. 
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ON MY LADY ISABELLA PLAYING OUT 

THE LUTE. 

BY THE SAME. 

Such moving founds, from fuch a carelefs touch! 
So unconcern'd herfelf, and we fo much ! 
What art is this, that, with fo little pains, 
Tranfports us thus, and o're our fpirit reigns ? 
The trembling firings about her fingers croud, 5 
And tell their joy for every kite aloud : 
Small force there needs to make them tremble fo ; 
Touch'd by that hand, who would not tremble too .' 
Here Love takes Hand, and, while fhe charms the 

ear, 
Empties his quiver on the liftening deer : 10 

Mufic fo foftens and difarms the minde, 
That not an arrow does refiftance finde. 
Thus the fair tyrant celebrates the prize, 
And alts herfelf the triumph of her eyes : 
So Nero once, with harp in hand, furvay'd 15 
His flaming Rome, and as it burnt he ^play'd. 
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ON A TREE CUT IN PAPfcR. 
BY THE SAME. 

r a 1 n hand ! that can on virgin-paper write* 
Yet from the ftain of ink preierve it white ; 
Whofe travel o're that filver field does ,lhow 
Like track of leveretts in morning mow. 
Love's image thus in pureft minds is wrought, 5 
Without a fpot, or blemifh, to the thought. 
Strange that your fingers (hould.the pencil fbyl, 
Without the help of colours, or of oyl ! 
For, though a painter boughs and leaves can make* 
Tis you alone can make them bend and ihake : 
Whofe breath falutes your new-created grove, 1 1 
Like fouthern winds, and makes it gently move. 
Orpheus could make the forrefl dance ; but yom 
Can make the motion, and the fbrreft too. 




L 9 ALLEGRO. 

BYJOHN MILTON.* 

.Hence, loathed Melancholy! 
Of Cerberus and blackefl midnight born, 

In Stygian cave forlorn, 
'Mongft horrid fhapes, and fhreiks, and fights unholy ; 

Find out fom uncouth cell, 5 

Wher brooding Darknefs fpreads his jealous wings, 

And the night-raven fings ; 
There under ebon fhades, and low-brow'd rocks, 

As ragged as thy locks, 
In dark Cimmerian defert ever dwell. it> 

But com thou goddefs fair and free, 

In heav'n ycleap'd Euphrofyne, 

And by men, heart-eafing Mirth, 

Whom lovely Venus, at a birth, 

With two filler Graces more, 15 

To ivy-crowned Bacchus bore ; 

Or whether (as fom fager fing) 

The frolick wind that breathes the fpring, 

Zephir, with Aurora playing, 

As he met her once a maying, z© 

* Born 1608; dytd 167$ 
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There on beds of violets blew, 
And frefh-blown rofes wafht in dew, 
Fill'd her with thee a daughter fair, 
So buckfom, blith, and debonair. 
Hafte thee nymph, and bring with thee 
Jeft and youthful Jollity, 26 

Quips and Cranks, and wanton Wiles, 
Nods, and Becks, and wreathed Smiles, 
Such as hang on Hebe's cheek, 
And love to live in dimple (leek ; 30 
Sport that wrincled Care derides, 
And Laughter holding both his fides. 
Com, and trip it as you go 
On the light fantaftick toe, 
And in thy right hand lead with thee 35 
The mountain nymph, fweet Liberty ; 
And if I give thee honour due, 
Mirth, admit me of thy crue, 
To live with her, and live with thee, 
In unreproved pleafures free ; 40 

To hear the lark begin his flight, 
And iinging ftartle the dull night, 
From his watch-towre in the ikies, 
Till the dappled dawn doth rife ; 
Then to com, in fpight of forrow, 45 
And at my window bid good morrow, 
Through the fweet-briar, or the vine, 
Or the twifted eglantine : 

Vol. I. C 
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While the cock, with lively din, 
Scatters the rear of darknes thin, 56 
And to the Hack, or the barn dore, 
Stoutly ftruts his dames before : 
Oft lift'ning how the hounds and horn 
Chearly roufe the flumbring Morn, 
From the fide of fom hoar hill, 55 

Through the high wood echoing fhrill. 
Som time walking, not unfeen, 
By hedge-row elms, on hillocks green, 
Right againft the Eaftern gate, 
Where the great Sun begins his date, 6x> 
Rob'd in flames, and amber light, 
The clouds in thoufand liveries dight ; 
While the plow-man, neer at hand, 
Whiffles ore the furrow'd land, 
And the milk-maid fingeth blithe, 6$ 
And the mower whets his fithe, 
And every fhepherd tells his tale, 
Under the hawthorn in the dale. 
Streit mine eye hath caught new pleafures, 
Whilft the lantfkip round it meafures, 70 
RufTet lawns, and fallows gray, 
Where the nibling flocks do ftray ; 
Mountains, on whofe barren breft 
The labouring clouds do often reft ; 
Meadows trim with daifies pide, 75 
Shallow brooks, and rivers wide. 
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Towers, and battlements it fees* 

Bofom'd high in tufted trees, 

Wher perhaps Torn beauty lies. 

The cynofure of neigbouring eyes. 80 

Hard by, a cottage chimney fmokes, 

From betwixt two aged okes, 

Where Corydon and Thyrfis met, 

Are at their favory dinner fet, 

Of hearbs, and other country mefles, 85 

Which the neat-handed Phillis drefles ; 

And then in hafte her bowre (he leaves, 

With Theftylis to bind the (heaves ; 

Or if the earlier feafon lead* 

To the tann'd haycock in the mead. 90 

Sometimes with fecure delight 

The upland hamlets will invite, 
When the merry bells ring round, 

And the jocond rebecks found 

To many a youth, and many a maid, 95 

Dancing in the chequer'd made ; 

And young and old com forth to play, 

On a funihine holyday, 

Till the live-long day-light fail ; 

Then to the fpicy nut-brown ale, 100 

With (lories told of many a feat, 

How faery Mab the junkets eat, 

She was pincht, and pull'd (he fed, 

And he, by friars lanthorn led, 

C 2 



j6 MlLTOtf. 

Tells how the drudging Goblin fwet, 105 
To ern his cream-bowle duly fet, 
When in one night, ere glimps of morn, 
His fhadowy flale hath threfh'd the corn 
That ten day-labourers could not end ; 
Then lies him down the lubbar fend, no 
And ftretch'd out all the chimney's length, 
Bafks at the fire his hairy ftrength, 
And crop-full out of dores he flings, 
Ere the firft cock his mattin rings. 
Thus don their tales, to bed they creep, 
By whifp'ring winds foon lulPd afleep. 1 16 
Towred cities pleafe us then. 
And the bufie humm of men, 
Where throngs of knights and barons bold, 
In weeds of peace, high triumphs hold, 
With ftore of ladies, whofe bright eies 121 
Rain influence, and judge the prife 
Of wit, or arms, while both contend 
To win her grace whom all commend* 
There let Hymen oft appear, 125 

In faffron robe, with taper clear, 
And pomp, and feaft, and revelry, 
And mafk and antique pageantry ; 
Such fights as youthful poets dream, 
On fummer eeves by haunted ftream. 
Then to the well-trod ftage anon, 131 
If Jonfons learned fock be on, 
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Or fweeteit Shakcfpcar, Fancies child. 
Warble his native wood-notes wilde. 
And ever againft eating cares, 135 

Lap me in loft Lydian aires. 
Married to immortal verfe. 
Such as the meeting foul may pierce 
In notes, with many a winding bout 
Of lincked fweetnefs, long drawn out, 140 
With wanton heed, and giddy cunning. 
The melting voice through mazes running, 
Untwilling all the chains that ty 
The hidden foul of harmony : 
That Orpheus' felf may heave his head 
Prom golden (lumber on a bed 146 

Of heapt Elyfian flowrcs, and hear 
Such ftreins as would have won the ear 
Of Pluto, to have quite fet free 
His half regain'd Eurydice. 150 

Thefe delights if thou canft give, 
Mirth, with thee I mean to live, 
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IL PENSEROSO. 



BY THE SAME* 



JHence, vain deluding joyes ! 

The brood of Folly without father bred ; 

How little you betted, 
Or fill the fixed mind with all your toyes ! 

Dwell in Com idle brain, 5 

And fancies fond with gaudy fhapes poffefs, 
As thick and numberlefs, 
As the gay motes that people the fun-beams, 
Or liked hovering dreams, 

The fickle penfionersof Morpheus train. 10 
But hail thou goddefs, (age and holy, 
Hail divinefl Melancholy, 
Whofe faintly vifage is too bright 
To hit the fenfe of human fight, 
And therefore to our weaker view 15 

Orelaid with black, (laid Wifdoms hue ; 
Black, but fuch as in efteem 
Prince Memnons filler might befeem, 
Or that ftarr/d Ethiope queen that ftrove 
To fet her beauties praife above 20 

The fea nymphs, and their powers offended ; 
Yet thou art higher far defcended ; 
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Thee bright-hair'd Veda long of yore 
To folitary Saturn bore ; 
His daughter (he (in Samrns reign 25 
Such mixture was not held a ftain) 
Oft in glimmering bowres and glades 
He met her, and in fecret (hades 
Of woody Ida's inmoft grove, 
While yet there was no fear of Jove. 30 
Come, penfive nun, devout and pure, 
Sober, dedfad, and demure, 
All in a robe of darkeft grain, 
Flowing with majeitick train, 
And fable dole of Cipres lawn, 35 

Over thy decent moulders drawn. 
Com, but keep thy wonted (late, 
With eev'n dep, and mufing gate, 
And looks commercing with the (kies, 
Thy rapt foul fitting in thine eyes : 40 
There held in holy paffion (till, 
Forget thyfelf to marble, till 
With a fad leaden downward cad 
Thou fix them on the earth as fad. 
And join with thee calm Peace and Quiet, 
Spare Fad, that oft with gods doth diet, 
And hears the Mufes in a ring 47 

Ay round about Joves altar (ing : 
And add to thefe retired Leafure, 
That in, trim gardens takes his pleafure. : 

c 4 
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But firft and chiefeft with thee bring, 
Him that yon (bars on golden wing, 
Guiding the fiery-wheeled throne, 
The cherub Contemplation ; 
And the mute Silence hift along, 55 
'Lefs Philomel will deign a fong, 
In her fweeteft faddeft plight, 
Smoothing the rugged brow of night, 
While Cynthia checks her dragon yoke, 
Gently o're th' accuftom'd oke ; 60 

Sweet bird that fhunn'ft the noife of folly, 
Moft mufical, moil melancholy I 
Thee chauntrefs oft, the woods among, 
I woo to hear thy even-fong ; 
And, miffing thee, I walk unfeen 65 
On the dry fmooth-fhaven green, 
To behold the wandring moon 
Riding neer her highefl noon, 
Like one that had bin led affray, 
Through the Heav'ns wide pathles way ; 
And oft, as if her head me bow'd, 71 
Stooping through a fleecy cloud. 
Oft on a plat of riling ground, 
I hear the far-off curfeu found, 
Over fome wide-water'd fhoar, 75 

Swinging flow with fullen roar ; 
Or if the air will not permit, 
Som ftill removed place will fit, 
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Where glowing embers through the room 
Teach light to counterfeit a gloom, 80 
Far from all refort of mirth, 
Save the cricket on the hearth, 
Or the belmans drowfie charm 
To blefs the dores from nightly harm : 
Or let my lamp at midnight hour, 85 
Be feen in fom high lonely towr, 
Where I may oft out-watch the Bear, 
With thrice great Hermes, or unfphear 
The fpirit of Plato, to unfold 
What worlds, or what vail regions hold 
The immortal mind that hath fbrfook 91 
Her manfion in this flefhly nook : 
And of thofe Daemons that are found 
In fire, air, flood, or under ground, 
Whofe power hath a true confent 9; 
With planet, or with element. 
Som time let gorgeous Tragedy 
In fcepter'd pall com fweeping by, 
Prefenting Thebs, or Pelops line, 
Or the tale of Troy divine, 100 

Or what (though rare) of later age 
Ennobled hath the bufkind ftage. 
put, O fad Virgin, that thy power 
Might raife Mufaeus from his bower, 
Or bid the foul of Orpheus iing 105 
Such notes, as warbled to the ftring, 
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Drew iron tears down Pluto's cheek, 
And jnade Hell grant what Love did feek. 
Or call up him * that left half told 
The ftory of Cambufcan bold, 1 10 

Of Camball, and of Algarfife, 
And who had Canace to wife, 
That own'd the virtuous ring and gla&, 
And of the wondrous hors of brafi, 
On which the Tartar king did ride ; 1 15 
And if ought els great Bards befide 
In fage and folemn tunes have fung, 
Of turneys, and of trophies hung ; 
Of fbrefts, and inchantments drear, 
Where more is meant than meets the. ear. 
Thus Night oft fee me in thy pale career 
Till civil-fuited Morn appear, 122 

Not trickt and frounc't as fhe was wont 
With the Attick boy to hunt, 
But cherchePt in a comely cloud, .125 
While rocking winds are piping loud, 
Or ulherM with a fhower ftill, 
When the guft hath blown his fill, 
Ending on the rufsling leaves, 
With minute drops from off the eaves. 
And when the Sun begins to fling 131 
His flaring beams, me goddefs bring 

* Chaucer* See his Squires Tale, 
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To arched walks of twilight groves. 
And (hadows brown that Sylvan loves, 
Of pine, or monumental oake, 135 
Where the rude ax, with heaved ftroke, 
Was never heard die nymphs to daunt, 
Or fright them from their hallow *d haunt. 
There in clofe covert by fome brook, 
Where no profaner eye may look, 140 
Hide me from Day's garifh eie, 
While the bee with honied thie, 
That at her flowry work doth fing, 
And the waters murmuring, 
With fuch confort as they keep, 14; 
Entice the dewy-feather'd Sleep ; 
And let fom ftrange myfterious dream 
Wave at his wings in airy dream 
Of lively portrature difplay'd, 
Softly on my eye-lids laid. 150 

And as I wake, fweet mufick breathe 
Above, about, or underneath, 
Sent by fom fpirit to mortals good, 
Or th* unfeen Genius of the wood. 
But let my due feet never fail 155 

To walk the ftudious cloyfters pale, 
And love the high embowed roof, 
With antick pillars many proof, 
And ftoried windows richly dight, 
Calling a dimm religious light. 160 
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There let the pealing organ blow 
To the full voic'd quire below. 
In fervice high, and anthems deer. 
As may with fweetnefs through mine ear, 
Diflblve me into extaiies, 165 

And bring all Heav'n before mine eyes. 
And may at lait my weary age 
Find out the peacefull hermitage, 
The hairy gown, and mofly cell. 
Where I may lit and rightly {pell 170 
Of every ftar that Heav'n doth ftiew. 
And every herb that Tips the dew ; 
Till old experience do attain 
To iomthing like prophetick {train. 
Thefe pleajures Melancholy give, 175 
And I with thee will choofe to live. 
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• L Y C I D A S. 

IN this Monody tbe author bewails a learned friend \ unfor- 
tunately drown' d t in bh pajfagt from Cbefier % on tbe Irijk 
fas, 1637. And by occafon foretell tbe ruin of our cor- 
rupted clergy, then in their height. 

BY THE SAMB. 

Yet once more, O ye laurels, and once more, 
Ye myrtles brown, with ivy never-fear, 
I com to pluck your berries harfh and crude. 
And with fbre'd fingers rude 
Shatter your leaves before the mellowing year. 5 
Bitter conftraint, and fad occafion dear 
Compells me to difturb your feafon due : 
For Lycidas is dead, dead ere his prime, 
Young Lycidas, and hath not left his peer : 
Who would not iing for Lycidas ? he knew 10 
Himfelf to iing, and build the lofty rhyme. 
He muft not flote upon his watry biere 
Unwept, and welter to the parching wind 
Without the meed of fom melodious tear. 

Begin then, fitters of the facred well, 1 J 

That from beneath the feat of Joue doth fpring; 
Begin, and fomwhat loudly fweep the firing : 
Hence with denial vain, and coy excufe : 
So may fom gentle Mufe 
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With lucky words favor my deftin'd urn, 20 

And as he panes turn, 

And bid fair peace be to. my (able fhrowd : 

For we were nurft upon the felf-fame hill, 

Fed the fame flock, by fountain, ihade, and rill. 

Together both, ere the high lawns appear'd 2J 
Under the opening eye -lids of the morn, 
We drove a-field, and both together heard 
What time the gray-fly winds her fultry horn, 
Batt'ning our flocks with thofe frefh dews of night, 
Oft till the ftar that rofe at ev'ning bright, 30 
Toward Heav'ns defcent had flop'd his weltering 

wheel. 
Mean while the rural ditties were not mute, 
Temper'd to th' oaten flute, 
Rough fatyrs danc'd, and fauns with cloven heel 
From the glad found would not be abfent long, 35 
And old Damaetas lov'd to hear our (bng. 

But O the heavy change, now thou art gon, 
Now thou art gon, and never muft return ! 
Thee, fhepherd, thee the woods and defert caves 
With wilde thyme and the gadding vine o'regrown, 
And all their echoes mourn. 41 

The willows and the hazle copies green, 
Shall now no more be feen, 
Fanning their joyous leaves to thy foft layes. 
As killing as the canker to the rofe, 45 

Or taint-worm to the weanling herds that graze, 
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Or froft to flowers, that their gay wardrop wear, 
When firft the white thorn blows ; 
Such, Lycidas, thy lofs to Ihepherds ear. 

Where were ye, nymphs, when the remorfeleft 
deep 50 

Clos'd o'er the head of your lov'd Lycidas ? 
For neither were ye playing on the deep, 
Where your old bards, the famous Druids, lie, 
Nor on the fhaggy top of Mona high, 
Nor yet where Deva fpreads her wifard flream : 5 5 
Ay me, I fondly dream ! 
Had ye bin there — for what could that have don ? 
What could the Mufe herfelf that Orpheus bore ? 
The Mufe herfelf for her inchanting fon, 
Whom univerfal nature did lament, 60 

When by the rout that made the hideous roar, 
His goary vifage down the flream was fent, 
Down the fwift Hebrus to the Lefbian fhore. 

Alas 1 what boots it with unceuant care 
To tend the homely flighted ihepherds trade, 65 
And flri&ly meditate the thanklefs Mufe ? 
Were it not better don as others ufe, 
To fport with Amaryllis in the (hade, 
Or with the tangles of Neacra's hair ? 
Fame is the fpur that the clear fpirit doth raife jo 
(That laft infirmity of noble mind) 
To fcorn delights, and live laborious dayes ; 
But the fair guerdon when we hope to find, 
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And think to burft out into fudden blaze, 

Comes the blind Fury with th' abhorred (hears, 75 

And flits the thin fpun life. But not the praife, 

Phoebus repli'd, and touch'd my trembling ears ; 

Fame is no plant that grows on mortal foil, 

Nor in the glittering foil 

Set off to th' world, nor in broad rumour lies, So 

But lives and fpreds aloft by thofe pure eyes, 

And perfet witnes of all-judging Jove ; 

As he pronounces laftly on each deed, 

Of fo much fame in Heav'n expect thy meed. 

O fountain Arethufe, and thou honoured floud, 85 
Smooth-Hiding Mincius, crown'd with vocal reeds, 
That drain I heard was of a higher mood : 
But now my oat proceeds, 
And Mens to the herald of the fea 
That came in Neptune's plea ; 90 

He afk'd the waves, and afk'd the fellon winds, 
What hard mifhap hath doom'd this gentle (wain ? 
And queftion'd every guft of rugged winds 
That blows from off each beaked promontory ; 
They knew not of his dory, 95 

And fage Hippotades their anfwer brings, 
That not a blaft was from his dungeon ftray'd* 
The air was calm, and on the level brine 
Sleek Panope with all her filters play'd. 
It was that fatal and perfidious bark 100 

Built in th' eclipfe, and rigg'd with curfes dark* 
That funk fo low that facred head of thine. 
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Next Camus, reverend (ire, went footing flow, 
Hb mantle hairy, and his bonnet fedge, 
Inwrought with figures dim, and on the edge 105 
Like to that fanguine flower infcrib'd with woe. 
Ah ! who hath reft (quoth he) my deareft pledge ? 
Laft came, and lad did go> 
The pilot of the Galilean lake, 
Two mafly keyes he bore of metals twain, 1 10 
(The golden opes, the iron (huts amain) 
He fhook his miter'd locks, and flern befpake, 
How well could I have fpar*d for thee, young fwain, 
Anow of fuch as for their bellies fake 
Creep, and intrude, and climb into the fold ! 115 
Of other care they little reck'ning make, 
Than how to fcramble at the (hearers feaft, 
And (hove away die worthy bidden gueft ; 
Blind mouthes ! that fcarce themfelves know how 

to hold 
A fheephook, or have learn'd ought els the leaft 
That to the faithfull herdmans art belongs 1 121 
What recks it them ? what need they ? they are 

fped; 
And when they lift, their lean and flamy fongs 
Grate on their fcrannel pipes of wretched flraw ; 
The hungry fheep look up, and are not fed, 11J 
But fwoln with wind, and the rank mift they draw. 
Rot inwardly, and foul contagion fpread : 
Befides what the grim woolf with privy paw 

Vol. I. S 
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, Daily devours apace ; and nothing fed, 
Bat that two-handed engine at the door, 130 
Stands ready to finite once, and finite no more. 

Return, Alpheus, the dread voice is paft 
That flirunk thy ftreams ; return, Sicilian mufe, 
And call the vales, and bid them hither caft 
Their bells, and flourets of a thoufand hues. 135 
Ye valleys low, where the milde whifpers u& 
Of fhades, and wanton winds, and gaining brooks, 
On whofe frefh lap the fwart fbur fparely looks, 
Throw hither all your quaint enamePd eyes, 
That on the green turf fuck the honied fhowres, 
And purple all the ground with vernal flowres ; 141 
Bring the rathe primrofe that fbrfeken dies, 
The tufted crow-toe, and pale geflamine, 
The white pink, and the panfie fret with jeat, . 
The glowing violet, 14$ 

The mufk-rofe, and the well attir'd woodbine, 
With cowflips wan that hang the penfive hed. 
And every flower that fad embroidery wears ; 
Bid Amaranthus all his beauty (hed, 
And dafFadillies fill their cups with tears, 150 
To firow the laureat herfe where Lycid lies : 
For fo to interpofe a little eafe, 
Let our frail thoughts dally with falfe furmife. 
Ay me ! whilft thee the fhores and (bunding fear 
Warn far away, whereere thy bones are hurPd, 
Whether beyond the ftormy Hebrides, 156 
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Where thou perhaps, under the whelming tide, 
Vifit'ft the bottom of the monftrous world ; 
Or whether thou, to our moift vows deny'd, 
Sleep'ft by the fable of Bellerus old, 160 

Where the great vifion of the guarded mount 
Looks toward Namancos and Bayona's hold ; 
Look homeward, angel, now, and melt with ruth : 
And, O ye dolphins, waft the haples youth. 

Weep no more, woful fhepherds, weep no more, 
For Lycidas your forrow is not dead, 166 

Sunk though he be beneath the watry floar ; 
So finks the day-flar in the ocean bed, 
And yet anon repairs his drooping head, 
And tricks his beams, and with new fpangled ore 
Flames in the forehead of the morning iky : 171 
So Lycidas funk low, but mounted high, 
Through the dear might of him that walk'd the 

waves, 
Where other groves, and other ftreams along, 
With nedtar pure his oozy locks he laves, 175 
And hears the unexpreflive nuptial fong, 
In the bleft kingdoms meek of joy and love ; 
There entertain him all the faints above, 
In folemn troops and fweet focieties, 
That fing, and finging in their glory move, 180 
And wipe the tears for ever from his eyes. 
Now, Lycidas, the fhepherds weep no more 1 
Henceforth thou art the genius of the fhore, 

D % 
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In thy large recompenfe, and {halt be godd 
To all that wander in that perilous flood. l$$ 
Thus fang the uncouth Twain to th'oakes and 
rills, 
While the ftill morn went on with fandals gray, 
He touch'd the tender flops of various quills, 
With eager thought warbling his Dorick lay : 
And now the fun had firetch'd out all the hills, 
And now was dropt into the weflern bay ; 1 91 
At laft he rofe, and twitch'd his mantle blew : 
Tomorrow to frefh woods, and paftures new. 






SONNET. 

BY THE SAME. 

O Nightingale, that on yon bloomy fpray 
Warbrft at eeve, when all the woods are ftiM, 
Thou with frefh hope the lovers heart doft fill, 
While the jolly hours lead on propitious May, 

Thy liquid notes that clofe the eye of day, 5 

Firft heard before the fhallow cuccoo's bill 
Portend fuccefe in love ; O, if Jove's will 
Have linkt that amorous power to thy foft lay. 
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Now timely ling, ere the rude bird of hate 

Foretell my hopeles doom in lorn grove ny : 10 
As thou from yeer to yeer halt fling too late 

For my relief; yet hadft no reafon why : 

Whether the Mole, or Love call thee his mate. 
Both them I ferve, and of their train am I. 
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MISCELLANEOUS THOUGHTS. 

BY SAMUEL BUTLER.* 

Should once the world refolve t'abolifh 

An that's ridiculous and fbolifh, 

It would hare nothing left to do, 

T' apply in jell or earneft to, 

No bufiaeft of importance, play, 

Or ftate, to pafs its time away. 



Who doth not know with what fierce rage 
Opinions, true or falfe, engage ; 
And, 'caufe they govern all mankind, 
Like the blind's leading of the blind, 10 

All claim an equal interefr, 
And free dominion, o'er the reft. 
And, as one (hield that fell from heaven 
Was counterfeited by eleven, 
The better to fecure the fate 15 

And lafting empire of a Hate, 
The falfe are numerous, and the true, 
That only have the right, but few. 
Hence fools, that underfbuid them leaf!, 
Are (till the fierceft in conteft ; 20 

* Born 161a; died 1680. 
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Uniight, unfeen, efpoufe a fide 

At random, like a prince's bride, 

To damn their fouls, and (wear and lye for, 

And at a venture live and die for. 



A godly man, that has ferv'd out his time 25 
In holinefi, may fet up any crime ; 
As icholars, when they've taken their degrees, 
May fet up any faculty they pleafe. 



Why fhould not piety be made, 
As well as equity, a trade, 30 

And men get money by devotion, 
As well as making of a motion ? 
B' allow'd to pray upon conditions, 
As well as fuitors in petitions ? 
And in a congregation pray, 35 

No left than Chancery, for pay ? 



All writers, though of different fancies, 
Do make all people in romances, 
That are diftrefs'd and difcontent, 
Make fongs, and fmg t' an inftrument, 40 

And poets by their fuiFerings grow ; 
As if there were no more to do, 
To make a poet excellent, 
But only want and difcontent. 
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In foreign universities, 45 

When a king's bora, or weds, or dies* 
Straight other ftudies are laid by, 
And all apply to poetry : 
Some write in Hebrew, feme in Greek, 
And feme, more wife, in Arabic, 50 

T' avoid the critic, and th' expence 
Of difficulter wit and fenfe ; 
And feem more learnedifh than thofe 
That at a greater charge compofe. 
The do&ors lead, the ftudents follow ; 55 

Some call him Mars, and feme Apollo, 
Some Jupiter, and give him th' odds, 
On even terms, of all the gods : 
Then Caefar he's nicknam'd, as duly as 
He that in Rome was chriHen'd Julius, 6a 

And was addrefs'd to, by a crow, 
As pertinently long ago ; 
And, as wit goes by colleges, 
As well as {landing and degrees, 
He {till writes better than the reft, 65 

That's of the houfe that's counted beft. 

What makes all fubje&s diicontent 
Againft a prince's government, 
And princes take as great offence 
At fubje&s' difobedience, 7* 

That neither th' other can abide, 
But too much reafon on each -fide ? 

9 0r m \\ u 
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No court allows thofe partial interlopers 
Of Law and Equity, two fingle paupers, 
T' encounter hand to hand, and trounce 75 

Each other gratis in a fuit at once : 
For one at one time, and upon free coft, is 
Enough to play the knave and fool with jultice ; 
And, when the one fide bringeth cuitom in, 
And th' other lays out half the reckoning, 80 

The devil himfelf will rather chufe to play 
At paltry (mail game than fit out, they fay ; 
But when at all there's nothing to be got, 
The old wife Law and Juftice, will not trot. 



All (matterers are more briik and pert 8( 

Than thofe that underftand an art ; 
As little fparkles mine more bright 
Than glowing coals, that give them light. 



As he that makes his mark is underftood 
To write his name, and 'tis in law as good ; 90 
So he that cannot write one word of fenfe, 
Believes he has as legal a pretence 
To fcribble what he does not underftand, 
As ideots have a title to their land. 

All the inventions that the world contains, 95 
Were not by reafon firft found out, nor brains » 
But pafs for theirs who had the luck to light 
Upon them by miftake or overfight. 




COOPERS HILL. 

BT SIR JOHN DINHAM.* 

uure there are poets which did never dream 
Upon Parnaflus, nor did tafte the ftream 
Of Helicon ; we therefore may fuppofe 
Thofe made not poets, bat the poets thofe : 
And, as courts make not kings, bat kings the court. 
So where the Mufes and their train refort, 6 

Parnaflus ftaads ; if I can be to thee 
A poet, thou Parnaflus art to me. 
Nor wonder, if (advantaged in my flight, 
By taking wing from thy aufpkious height) 10 
Through untrac't ways and aery paths I Aye, 
More boundlefle in my fancy than my eye : 
My eye, which fwift as thought contract the fpace 
That lies between, and firft falutes die piace 
Crown'd with that facred pile, fo van* £> high, 
That, whether 'tis a part of earth, or fky, 16 
Uncertain feems, and may be thought a proud 
Afpiring mountain, or descending cloud, 
Paul's, the late theme of fuch a mufe f whole flight 
Has bravely reach't and foar'd above thy height : 

« 

* Bwn 1615; dtedx&Z. 
t Mr. Waller. 
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Now (halt thou ftand, though fword, or time, or fire, 

Or zeal more fierce than they, thy fall confpire, 

Secure, whilft thee the beft of poets fings, 

Preferv'd from ruin by the beft of kings. 

Under his proud furvey the city lies, 25 

And like a mift beneath a hill doth rile ; 

Whofe ftate and wealth, the bufinefs and the crowd. 

Seems at this diftance but a darker cloud : 

And is to him who rightly things efteems 

No other in efieft than what it feems : 30 

Where,with£ke hafte, though feveral ways,they run. 

Some to undo, and fome to be undone ; 

While luxury and wealth, like war and peace, 

Are each the others mine, and increafe ; 

As rivers loft in ieas, fome fecret rein 3$ 

Thence reconveys, there to be loft again. 

Oh happtnefi of fweet retirM content I 

To be at once fecure, and innocent. 

Windfor the next (where Mars with Venus dwells. 

Beauty with ftrength) above the valley fweHs 40 

Into my eye, and doth idelf prefent 

With inch an eafie and unfbrc't aicent, 

That no ftupendious precipice denies 

Acceis, no horror turns away our eyes : 

But fuch a rife as doth at once invite 4; 

A pleafure, and a reverence from the fight : 

Thy mighty matters emblem, in whofe face 

Sate meeknefs, heightntd with majeftick grace. 
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Such fcems thy gentle height, made only proud ' 
To be the bafis of that pompous load, 50 

Than which, a nobler weight no mountain bears,. 
But Atlas only which fupports the fphears. 
When Natures hand this ground did thus advance* 
'Twas guided by a wifer power than Chance ; 
Mark'd out for fuch a ufe, as if 'twere meant 55 
T' invite the builder, and his choice prevent* 
Nor can we call it choice, when that we chafe* 
Folly or blindnefs only could refufe. 
A crown of fuch majeftick tow'rs doth grace 
The gods great mother, when her heavenly race 
Do homage to her, yet (he cannot boaft 61 

Among that numerous, and celeftial hoft, 
More hero's than can Windfor, nor can Fames 
Immortal book record more noble names. 
Not to look back fo far, to whom this ifle 65 
Owes the firft glory of fo brave a pile, 
Whether to Casfar, Albanadt, or Brute, 
The Britifh Arthur, or the Danifti Knute, 
(Tho' this of old no lefs conteft did move, 
Than when for Homers birth feven cities (trove) 
(Like him in birth, thou fhould'ft be like in fame, 
As thine his fate, if mine had been his flame) 
But whoibe're it was, Nature defign'd 
Firft a brave place, and then as brave a mind. 
Not to recount thofe feveral kings, to whom 75 
It gave a cradle, or to whom a tomb ; 



DENHAMi 6f 

Silt thee, great Edward, and thy greater fon,* 

(The lillies which his father wore, he won) 

And thy Bellona,f who the confort came 

Not only to thy bed, but to thy fame, 2o 

She to thy triumph led one captive king, 

And brought that fon, which did the fecond bring. J 

Then didft thou found that order (whether love 

Or vidtory thy royal thoughts did move, 

Each was a noble caufe, and nothing lefs 85 

Than the deiign, has been the great fuccefs,) 

Which foreign kings, and emperours efteem 

The fecond honour to their diadem. 

Had thy great deftiny but giv'n thee (kill 

To know, as well as power to ad, her will, 90 

That from thofe kings, who then thy captives were* 

In after-times mould fpring a royal pair 

Who mould poffefs all that thy mighty power, 

Or thy defires more mighty, did devour : 

To whom their better fate referves whate're 95 

The vi&or hopes for, or the vanquiiht fear ; 

That bloud, which thou and thy great grandfire ftied, 

And all that fince thefe filler nations bled, 

Had been unfpilt, had happy Edward known 

That all the blood he fpilt had been his own. 100 

* Edward the third, and the Black Prince. 

+ Queen Philip. 

X The kinga of France and Scotland. 



62 DEN HAM. 

When he that patron chofe, in whom are joyn'd 
Soldier and martyr, and his arms confin'd 
Within the azure circle, he did feem 
But to foretell, and prophetic of him, 
Who to his realms that azure round hath joyn'd, 
Which nature for their bound at firft defign'd. 106 
That bound, which to the worlds extreameft ends, 
Endlefs itfelf, it's liquid arms extends. 
Nor doth he need thofe emblems which we paint, 
But is himfelf the foldier and the faint. 1 10 

Here (hould my wonder dwell, and here my praife, 
But my fixt thoughts my wandering eye betrays, 
Viewing a neighbouring hill, whofe top of late 
A chappel crown'd 'till in the common fate 
The adjoyning abby fell : (may no fnch ftorm 
Fall on our times, where mine muffc reform.) 116 
Tell me, my mute, what monltrous dire offence, 
What crime could any Chriitian king incenfe 
To fuch a rage ? Was't luxury, or luft ? 
Was he fo temperate, fo chad, fo juft? 120 

Were thefe their crimes ? They were his own much 

more: 
But wealth is crime enough to him that's poor, 
Who having {pent the treafures of his crown, 
Condemns their luxury to feed his own. 
And yet this adl, to varnifti o're the fhame 125 
Of facriledge, muft bear devotions name. 
No crime fo bold, but would be underftood 
A real, or at lead a feeming good : 



DENHAM. 63 

Who fears not to do ill, yet fears the name, 
And free from confcience is a (lave to fame : 1 30 
Thus he the church at once prote&s, and fpoils : 
But princes fwords are (harper than their fHles. 
And thus to th' ages pad he makes amends ; 
Their charity deftroys, their faith defends. 
Then did religion in a lazy cell, 135 

In empty airy contemplations dwell ; 
And like the block, unmoved lay ; but ours, 
As much too aitive, like the (tork devours. 
Is there no temperate region can be known, 
Betwixt their frigid, and our torrid zone ? 140 
Cou'd we not wake from that lethargick dream, 
But to be refUefs in a worfe extream ? 
And for that lethargy was there no cure, 
But to be caft into a calenture ? 
Can knowledge have no bound, but mud advance 
So far, to make us wiih for ignorance ? 146 

And rather in the dark to grope our way, 
Than led by a falfe guide to erre by day ? 
Who fees thefe difinal heaps, but would demand 
What barbarous invader fackt the land ? 1 50 

But when he hears, no Goth, no Turk did bring 
This defolation, but a Chriftian king ; 
When nothing, but the name of zeal, appears 
Twixt our bed a&ions and the word of theirs, 
What does he think our facriledge would fpare, 
When fuch th' efie&s of our devotions are ? 156 
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Parting from thence 'twixt anger* (name and feaY# 
Thofe for what's paft, and this for what's too neat* 
My eye, defcending from the hill, farveys 
Where Thames among the wanton rallies ftrayss 
Thames, the moil lov'd of all the Oceans fen* 
By his old lire, to his embraces runs » 
Hading to pay his tribute to the fea, 
Like mortal life to meet eternity. 
Though with thofe dreams he no refemblance hold, 
Whofe foam is amber, and their gravel gold ; 1 66 
His genuine and lefs guilty wealth t' explore* 
Search not his bottom, but furvey his fhore ; 
O'er which he kindly fpreads his (pacious wing, 
And hatches plenty for th'enfuing fpring. 170 
Nor then deftroys it with too fond a flay, 
Like mothers which their infants overlay. 
Nor with a fudden and impetuous wave, 
Like profufe kings, refumes the wealth he gave* 
No unexpected inundations fpoyl 1/5 

The mowers hopes, nor mock the plowmans toyl : 
But god-like his unwearied bounty flows ; 
Firft loves to do, then loves the good he does. 
Nor all his bleffings to his banks confin'd, 
But free, and common, as the fea or wind ; 180 
When he to boaft, or to difperfc his ftores, 
Full of the tributes of his grateful ihores, 
Vifits the world, and in his flying towers 
Stings home to us, and makes both Indies ours; 
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finds wealth where 'tis, bellows it where it wants* 
Cities in defarts, woods in cities plants ; 186 

So that to us no thing, no place, is ftrange, 
While his fair bofom is the worlds exchange. 
could I flow like thee, and make thy ftream 
My great example, as it is my theme ! 190 

Though deep, yet clear; though gentle, yet not dull; 
Strong without rage, without o're-flowing full. 
Heaven her Eridanus no more lhall boaft, 
Whofe fame in thine like letter current's loft ; 
Thy nobler ftreams fhall vifit Joves abodes, 195 
To wine among the ftars, and bath the gods. 
Here * Nature, whether more intent to pleafe 
Us or herfelf, with Grange varieties, 
(For things of wonder give no lefs delight 
To the wife maker's, than beholder's fight : 2do 
Though thefe delights from feveral caufes move ; 
For fo our children, thus our friends we love ;) 
Wifely we knew, the harmony of things, 
As well as that of founds, from difcord fprings. 
Such was the difcord* which did firft difperfe 205 
Form, order, beauty, through the univerfe: 
While drinefs moyfture, coldnefs heat refills, 
All that we have, and that we are, fubiifts : 
While the fteep horrid roughnefs of the wood 
Strives with the gentle calmnefs of the flood. 210 

f The Poreft. 

Vol. I. E 
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Such huge extreams when nature doth Unite, 
'Wonder from thence refults, from thence delight 
The ftream is fo tranfparent, pore and deary 
That had the felf-enamour'd youth* gaz'd here, 
So fatally deceiv'd he had not been, 215 

While he the bottom, not his face had (ben. 
But his proud head the aery mountain hides 
Among the clouds ; his moulders and his fides 
A lhady mantle cloaths ; his curled brows 
Frown on the gentle ftream, which calmly flows $ 
While winds and dorms his lofty forehead beat : 
The common fate of all that's high or great. 
Low at his foot a fpacious plain is plac't, 
Between the mountain and the ftream embrac't; 
Which (hade and fhelter from the hill derives, 225 
While the kind river health and beauty gives ; 
And in the mixture of all thefe appears 
Variety, which all the reft indears. 
This fcene had fome bold Greek, or Britain bard 
Beheld of old, what ftories had we heard 250 
. Of fairies, fatyrs, and the nymphs their dames, 
Their feafts, their revels, and their amorous flames ! 
''Tis ftill the fame, although their aery fhape 
All but a quick poetick fight efcape. 
There Faunus and Sylvanus keep their courts, 
And thither all the horned hoft reforts 256 

* Narcifliis. 
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To graze the ranker mead, that noble heard, 
On whofe fublime and fhady fronts is rear'd 
Nature's great mafter-piece ; to (hew how foon 
Great things are made, but (boner are undone. 240 
Here have I feen the king, when great affairs 
Gave leave to flacken, and unbend his cares, 
Attended to the chafe by all the flower 
Of youth, whofe hopes a nobler prey devour : 
Pleafure with praife, and danger they would buy, 
And wifh a foe that would not only flye. 246 

The dag now confcious of his fatal growth, 
At once indulgent to his fear and (loth, 
To fome dark covert his retreat had made, 
Where nor mans eye, nor heavens fhould invade 
His fort repofe ; when th' unexpected found 25 1 
Of dogs, and men, his wakeful ear doth wound : 
Rouz'd with the noife, he fcarce believes his ear, 
Willing to think th* illufions of his fear 
Had giv*n this falfe alarm, but (Iraight his view 
Confirms, that more than all he fears is true. 256 
Betray'd in all his ftrengths, the wood befet ; 
All inflruments, all arts of ruine met ; 
He calls to mind his ftrength, and then his (peed, 
His winged heels, and then his armed head ; 260 
With thefe t' avoid, with that his fate to meet : 
But fear prevails, and bids him truft his feet. 
So faft he flies, that his reviewing eye 
Has loft the chafers, and his ear the cry ; 
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Exulting, 'till he finds their nobler fenfe 26$ 
Their difproportion'd fpeed does recompenfe ; 
Then curies his confpiring feet, whofe (cent 
Betrays that fafety which their fwiftneis lent. 
Then tries his. friends ; among the bafer herd, 
Where he fo lately was obey'd and fear'd* 270 
His fafety feeks : The herd, unkindly wife, 
Or chafes him from thence, or from him flies ; 
Like a declining flates-man, left forlorn 
To his friends pity, and purfuers fcorn, 
With ftiame remembers, while himfelf was one 
Of the fame herd, himfelf the fame had done. 276 
Thence to the coverts, and the confcious groves, 
The fcenes of his pail triumphs, and his loves ; 
Sadly furveying where he rang'd alone 
Prince of the foyl, and all the herd his own ; 280 
And like a bold knight-errant did proclaim 
Combat to all, and bore away the dame ; 
And taught the woods to eccho to the dream 
His dreadful challenge, and his clafhing beam : 
Yet faintly now declines the fatal ftrife ; 285 

So much his love was dearer than his life. 
Now every leaf, and every moving breath, 
Prefents a foe, and ev'ry foe a death. 
Wearied, forfaken, and purfu'd, at laft 
All fafety in defpair of .fafety plac'd, 290 

Courage he thence refumes, refolv'd to bear 
All their aflaults, fince 'tis in vain to fear : 
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And now too late he wifties for the fight 

That ftrength he wafted in ignoble flight : 

But when he fees the eager chafe renew'd, 295 

Himfelf by dogs, the dogs by men purfu'd, 

He ftraight revokes his bold refolve, and more 

Repents his courage, than his fear before ; 

Finds that uncertain ways unfafeft are, 

And doubt a greater mifchief than defpair. 300 

Then to the ftream, when neither friends, nor force, 

Nor fpeed, nor art avail, he fhapes his courfe ; 

Thinks not their rage fo defperate t' aflay 

An element more mercilefs than they ; 

But fearlefs they purfue, nor can the floud 305 

Quench their dire thirft ; alas, they thirft for bloud. 

So towards a (hip the oare-fin'd gallies ply, 

Which wanting fea to ride, or wind to fly, 

Stands but to fall reveng'd on thofe that dare 

Tempt the lad fury of extream defpair. 31* 

So feres the flag, among th' enraged hounds, 

Repels their force, and wounds returns for wounds. 

And as a hero, whom his bafer foes 

In troops furround, now thefe aflails, now thofe, 

Though prodigal of life, difdains to die 315 

By common hands ; but if he can defcry 

Some nobler foe approach, to him he calls, 

And begs his fate, and then contented falls. 

So when the king a mortal fliaft lets flye 

From his unerring hand; then glad to dye, 320 
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Proud of the wound, to it refigns his blood, 
And (tains the cryftal with a purple flood. 
This a more innocent, and happy chafe, 
Than when of old, but in the felf-fame place, 
Fair Liberty purfu'd, and meant a prey 32$ 

To lawlefs power, here turn'd, and flood at bay. # 
When in that remedy all hope was plac't, 
Which was, or fhould have been at leaft, the lafh 
Here was that charter feal'd,f wherein the crown 
All marks of arbitrary pow'r lays down : 230 
Tyrant and flave, thofe names of hate and fear, 
The happier ftile of king and fubjeft bear : 
Happy, when both to the fame center move, 
When kings give liberty, and fubjedb love. 
Therefore not long in force this charter flood ; 
Wanting that feal, it mull be feal'd in blood. 336 
The fubje&s arm'd, the more their princes gave, 
Th* advantage only took, the more to crave : 
Till kings, by giving, give themfelves away, 
And even that power, that fhould deny, betray. 
" Who gives conftrain'd, but his own fear reviles, 
" Not thank'd, but fcorn'd ; nor are they gifts but 

fpoils." 
Thus kings, by grafping more than they could hold, 
Firft made their fubjedts, by oppreffion, bold : 



* Runny Mead, where that great charter was firft fealcd. 
t Magna Charta. 
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And popular fway, by forcing kings to give 34; 
More than was fit for fubjefts to receive, 
Ran to the fame extreams ; and one exccfa 
Made both, by ftriving to be greater, left. 
When a calm river rais'd with fudden rains, 
Or (hows diUblv'd, o'reflows th' adjoyning plains, 
The hufbandmen with high rais'd banks fecure 
Their greedy hopes, and this he can endure. 
Bnt if with bays and dams they ftrive to force 
His channel to a new, or narrow coarTe ; 
No longer then within his banks he dwells, 355 
Firft to a torrent, then a deluge fwells : 
Stronger and fiercer by restraint he roars. 
And knows no bound, but makes his power his 
mores. 




TO ALT HE A, prom miaow. 

BY RICHARD LOVELACE, ESqJ* 

W h e n Love with unconfined wings 

Hovers within my gates, 
And my divine Althea brings 

To whifper at my grates ; 
When I lye tangled in her haire, 5 

And fetter'd € with' her eye, 
The ' birds' jthat wanton in the aire 

.Know no fuch liberty. 

When flowing cups run fwiftly round 

With no allaying Thames, 10 

Our carelefle heads with rofes crown'd, 

Our hearts with loyall flames ; 
When thirfty griefe in wine we fteepe, 

When healths and draughts go free, 
Fifhes that tipple in the decpe 15 

Know no fuch libertie. 

When, * linnet-like, confined' I 

With fluiller note (hall fing 
The fweetnefs, mercy, majefty, 

And glories of my king ; so 

* Born 1618; dyed 1658. 

V. 6. to. V* 7. Gods. 

V. 17. (like committed linnets)* 
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When I (hall voyce aloud how good 

He is, how great mould be, 
[TV] inlarged windes, that curie the Hood, 

Know no fuch libertie. 

Stone walls doe not a prifon make, aj 

Not iron bars a cage ; 
Windcs innocent, and quiet, take 

That for a hermitage : 
If I have freedome in my love. 

And in my foule am free ; 30 

Angels alone, that fore above, 

Injov fuch lib erne. 




THE WAITING-MAID. 

BT ABRAHAM COWLEY, ESQ^* 

1 ht Maid? Ah, find fome nobler theme, 

Whereon thy doubts to place ; 
Nor, by a low fufpeft, blafpheme 

The glories of thy face. 

Alas, {he makes thee fhine fo fair, 5 

So exquifitely bright, 
That her dim lamp muft difappear 

Before thy potent light. 

Three hours each morn in dreffing thee, 
Maliciously are fpent; 10 

And make that beauty tyranny, 
That's elfe a civil-government, 

Th' adorning thee with fo much art 

Is but a barb'rous fkill ; 
'Tis like the pois'ning of a dart, 15 

Too apt before to kill. 



* B$rn 1618; dyed 1667. 
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The mimfbing angels none can fee ; 

'Tis not their beauty or face, 
For which by men they worfhip'd be ; 

Bnt their high office, and their place. 20 
Thou art my goddefs ; my faint, (he ; 
I pray to her, only to pray to thee. 

THE EPICURE. 

[FROM ANACREON. ] 
BT THE SAME. 

Underneath this myrtle (hade, 

On flow'ry beds fupinely laid, 

With od'rous oyls my head o'erflowing. 

And around it rofes growing, 

What fhould I do but drink away 5 

The heat, and troubles of the day ? 

In this more than kingly ftate, 

Love himfelf (hall on me wait. 

Fill to me, Love ; nay, fill it up ; 

And mingled caft into the cup 10 

Wit, and mirth, and noble fires, 

Vigorous health, and gay defires ; 
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The wheel of life no left will ftsy 

In a fmooth, than rugged way : 

Since it equally doth fly, 15 

Let the motion plealant be* 

Why do we precious ointments fhow'r, 

Nobler wines why do we pour. 

Beauteous flowers why do we fpread, 

Upon the mon'ments of the dead ? 2* 

Nothing they but dull can (how. 

Or bones that haften to be fo. 

Crown me with rofes whilft I live. 

Now your wines and ointments give : 

After death I nothing crave, "I 25 

Let me alive my pleafures 

All are ftoicks in the grave. 







CLAUDIANS OLD MAN OF. VERONA. 



BY THE SAME. 



XT. a p p y the man. who his whole time doth bound, 
Within th' enclofure of his little ground. 
Happy the man, whom the fame humble place, 
(Th' hereditary cottage of his race) 



.COWLEY. 77 

From his firfl riling infancy has known, 5 

And by degrees fees gently bending down 

With natural propenfion to that earth. 

Which both preferv'd his life, and gave him birth. 

Him no falfe diftant lights, by Fortune fet, 

Could ever into fbolifh wandrings get. 10 

He never dangers either faw or fear'd : 

The dreadful ftorms at Tea he never heard. 

He never heard the fhrill alarms of war. 

Or the worfc noifes of the lawyers bar. 

No change of confute marks to him the year, 15 

The change of feafons is his calendar. 

The cold and heat winter and fummer (hows, 

Autumn by fruits, and fpring by fiow'rs, he knows. 

He meafures time by land-marks, and has found 

For the whole day the dial of his ground. 20 

A neighb'ring wood born with himfelf he fees, 

And loves his old contemporary trees. 

H' as only heard of near Verona's name, 

And knows it like the Indies, but by fame, 

Does with a like concernment notice take 25 

Of the Red-fea, and of Benacus lake. 

Thus health and ftrength he to a third age enjoys. 

And fees a long pofterity of boys. 

About the fpacious world let others roam, 

The voyage life is longeft made at home. 30 
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[ PROM HIS OWN LATIN. J 



DY THB SAME. 



r o « the few hoars of life allotted me. 

Give me (great God) bat bread and liberty ; 

I'll beg no more : if more thou'rt pleas'd to give, 

I'll thankfully that overplus receive : 

If beyond this no more be freely feni, 5 

I'll thank for this, and go away content. 




THE NYMPH COMPLAINING FOR THE 
DEATH OF HER FAWN. 

BY ANDREW MARVELL, ES<^ # 

1 hk wanton troopers riding by 
Have {hot my fawn, and it will die. 
Ungentle men ! They cannot thrive 
That kill'd thee. Thou ne'er didft alive 
Them any harm : alas, nor could 5 
Thy death yet do them any good. 
I'm fare I never wifht them ill ; 
Nor do I for all this ; nor will : 
But, if my Ample pray'rs may yet 
Prevail with heaven to forget 10 

Thy murder, I will join my tears 
Rather than fail. But, O my fears ! 
It cannot die (o. Heav'n's King 
Keeps regifter of every thing : 
And nothing may we ufe in vain, 1 5 
Ev'n beafts mull be with juftice (lain. 

Unconltant Sylvio, when yet 
I had not found him counterfeit, 

* Born 1620; iytd 1678. 
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One morning (I remember well) 
Ty'd in this filvcr chain and bell. Id 
Gave it to me : nay, and I know 
What he (aid then; I'm Aire I do. 
Said he, look how your huntfinaa here 
Hath taught a fawn to hunt his dear. 
Bat Sylrio foon had me beguiTd : 25 
This waxed tame, while he grew wild; 
And quite regardlefs of my finart, 
Left me his fawn, but took his heart. 

Thenceforth I fet myfelf to play 
My folitary time away, 30 

With this : and very well content, 
Could fo mine idle life have (pent : 
For it was full of (port ; and light 
Of foot, and heart ; and did invite 
Me to its game : it feem'd to ble6 35 
Itfelf in me. How could I left 
Than love it ? O I cannot be 
Unkind t' a beaft that loveth me. 

Had it liv'd long, I do not know 
Whether it too might have done fb 40 
As Sylvio did ; his gifts might be 
Perhaps as falfe, or more than he. 
But I am fure, for ought that I 
Could in fo fhort a time efpy, 
Thy love was far more better than 45 
The love of falfe and cruel man. 
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', With fweeteft milk, and fugar, firft' 
I it at mine own fingers nurft : 
And as it grew, fo every day 
It wax'd more white and fweet than they. 
It had fo fweet a breath ! and oft 51 
I blnfht to fee its foot more foft 
And white, (hall I fay than my hand ? 
Nay, any lady's of the land. 

It is, a wond'rous thing how fleet 55 
Twas on thofe little filver feet : 
Yfith what a pretty (kipping grace, 
It oft would challenge me the race 
And when 't had left me far away, 
Twould flay, and run again, and flay. 
For it was nimbler much than hinds ; 6 1 
And trod, as if on the four winds. 
I have a garden of my own, 
But fo with rofes overgrown, 
And lillies, that you would it guefs 65 
To be a little wildernefi. 
And all the fpring-time of the year 
It only loved to be there. 
Among the beds of lillies I 
Have fought it, oft, where it fhould lye : 
Yet could not, till itfelf would rife, 7 1 
.Find it, although before mine eyes ; 
For, in the flaxen lillies (hade. 
It like a bank of lillies laid. 

Vol. I. F 
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Upon the rofes it would feed, 75; 

Untill its lips cv*n feem'd to bleed : 

And then to me 'twould boldly trip, 

And print thofe rofcs on my lip* 

But all its chief delight was ftill 

On rofes thus its felf to fill : to 

And its pure virgin limbs to fold 

In white!* meets of lillies arid. 

Had it liv'd long, it would have been 

Lillies without, rofes within. 

help ! O help ! I fee it faint : 8£ 
And die as calmly as a faint. 

See now it weeps. The tears do come 
Sad, (lowly dropping like a gummc. 
So weeps the wounded balfome : & 
The holy frankincenfe doth flour. £t* 
The brotherlefs Heliades 
Melt in fuch amber tears aa theie. 

1 in a golden vial will 

Keep thefe two eryftal tears ; and fill 
It 'till it do o'erflow with mine ; 95. 
Then place it in Diana's fhrine. 

Now my fweet fawn is vaniih'd to 
Whither the fwans and turtles go : 
In fair Elyzium to endure, 
With milk-white lambs, and erminf, pure;. 
O do not run too faft : for I iol 

Will but befjpoak thy grave, and die. 
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Firft my unhappy ftatue (hall 
fie cut in marble ; and withal, 
Let it be weeping too : but there 105 
111 9 engi-aver fare his art may (pare ; 
For I fo truly thee bemoan* 
That I ihall weep though I be done : 
Untill my tears, frill dropping, wear 
My breafr, them&lves engraving there. 
There at my feet fhalt thou be laid, 111 
Of purer! alabafrer made : 
For I would have thine image be 
White as I can, though not as thee. 
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HORACE. Lib. it. Ode J* 

BY SIR WILLIAM TEMPLE, BART. 4 

1 he (hows are melted all away, 
The fields grow flow*ry, green, and gay, 
The trees put on their tender leaves ; 
And all the ftreams, that went affray, 
The brook again into her bed receives. 5 

See ! the whole earth has made a change : 
The nymphs and graces naked range 
About the fields, who fhrunk before 
Into their caves. The empty grange 
Prepares its room for a new Cummer's ftore. 10 

Left thou fhouldft hope immortal things, 
The changing year inftru&on brings, 
The fleeting hour, that Heals away 
The beggar's time, and life of kings, 
But ne'er returns them, as it does the day* 15 

The cold grows foft with weftern gales. 
The Summer over Spring prevails, 
But yields to Autumn's fruitful rain, 
As this to Winter florins and hails ; 
Each lofs the hafting moons repair again. 20 

* Bom i6&8; dyed 1698. 
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Sat we, when once oar race is done, 
With Tulltu, and Anchifes' Ton, 
(Though rich like one, lijce "t'other good) 
To dnft and (hades, without a fun, 
Dcfceod, and fink in deep oblivion's flood. a; 

Who knows, if the kind gods will give 
.Another day to men that live 
In hope 6f many diitant yean ; 
Or if one night more (hall retrieve 
The joys thou lofeft by thy idle fears ? 30 

The pleafant hours thou fpend'ft in health, - 
The ufe thou mak'ft of youth and wealth, 
As what thou giv'ft among thy friends 
Efcapes thy heirs, fo thofe the Health 
Of time and death, where good and evil ends. 35 

For when that comes, nor birth, nor fame. 
Nor piety, nor honeft name, 
Can e'er reftore thee. Thefeus bold. 
Nor chafte Hippolitus could tame 
Devouring Fate, that (pares nor young nor old* 



'**■ 




SONG, 

Br CHARLES COTTOK, ESQ.* 

F.-^D-U — 

Damon is doubtlefs fafe on (hoar, 

Deipight of wind and wave ; 
The life is fate-free that you cherim, 
And 'tis unlike he npw would peril!} | 

You once thought fit to fave. 

II. 

Dry (fweet) at laft, thofe twins of light, 
Which whilft edips'd, with us 'tis night, 

<^nd all of us are blind : 
The tears that you fo freely (hed, j$ 

Are both too precious for the dead. 

And for the quick too kind, 

HI. 
Fie, pretty Doris ! . figh no more, 
The gods your Damon will reftore. 

From rocks and quickfands free ; 15 

Your wifhes will fecure his way, 
And doubtlefs he, for whom you pray, 

May laugh at deftiny. 

♦ £w* 1630 ; <ir«J 1I88. 
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IV. 
*till then thofe tempefts of your breaft, 
And fet that pretty heart at reft, ap 

The man will foon return : 
Thofe fighs for heav'n are only fit, 
Arabian gums are not (b fweet, 
Nor of rings when they burn. 

V. 

On him you lavifh grief in vain, aj 

Can't be lamented, nor complain, 

Whilft you continue true : 
That ' man 9 difafter is above, 
And needs no pity, that does love 

And is belov'd by you. 30 






THE MORNING QUATRAINS. 

BY TUB SAM*. 

I. 

1 he cock has crow'd an hour ago, 
Tis time we now dull deep forgo ; 
TirM nature is by fleep rtdrefs'd, 
And labour's overcome by reft. 

V, 19. man's, 

F4 
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II. 

We have out-done the work of night, J 
Tis time we rife t* attend the light, 
And e'er he (hall his beams difplay, 

_ • 

To plot new bus'nefi for the day. 

in. 

None bat the flothfull, or unfound, 

Are by the fan in feathers found, 10 

Nor, without rifing with the fun, 

Can the world's bus'nefi e'er be done, 

IV. 

Hark ! hark ! the watchful) duuiticlee* 
fells us the day's bright harbinger 
Peeps o'er the Eaftern hills, to awe 15 

And warn night's fov'reign to withdraw* 

V. 

The mprning curtains now are drawn* 
And now appears die blufhing dawn ; 
Aurora has her rofes fhed, 
To flrew the way Sol's Heeds muft tread* 20 

VI. 

Xanthus and j£thon harnefs'd are* 
To roll away the burning carr, 
And, fnorting flame, impatient be^r. 
The dreffing of the chariotier. 
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VII. 
TZl&e fable cheeks of fallen Night *$ 

Are ftreak'd with rofie ftreams of light, 
"Whilft fhe retires away in fear, 
"To (hade the other hemifphere* 

VIII. 
The merry lark now takes her wings, 
And long'd-fbr days loud wellcome fings, 30 
Mounting her body out of fight, 
As if fhe meant to meet the light. 

IX. 
Now doors and windows are unbar'd, 
Each-where are chearfull voices heard, 
And round about good-morrows fly, 3; 

As if day taught humanity. 

X. 
The chimnies now to fmoke begin, 
And the old wife fits down to fpin, 
Whilft Kate, taking her pail, does trip 
<Mulls fwoln and ftradPing paps to drip. 40 

XI. 
Vulcan now makes his anvil ring, 
Dick whittles loud, and Maud doth fing, 
And Silvio with his bugle horn . 
Winds an imprime unto the morn. 
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XIL 

Now through the morning doors behold 4$ 
Phoebus array 'd in burning gold, 
Laihing his fiery deeds, difplays 
His warm and all enlight'ning rays. 

XIII. 
Now each one to his work prepares, 
All that have hands are labourers, 50 

And manufactures of each trade 
By op'ning {hops are open laid. 

XIV. 
Hob yokes his oxen to the team, 
The angler goes unto the ftream, 
The wood-man to the ' purlew hies, 9 55 
And laboring bees to load their thighs* 

XV. 

Fair Amaryllis drives her flocks, 
All night fafe folded from the fox, 
To flow'ry downs, where Collin ftrays, 
To court her with his roundelays. 60 

XVI. 
The traveller now leaves his inn 
A new day's journey to begin, 
As he would poll it with the day, 
And early rifing makes good way. 

F. 55. purlews high* 
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XVII. 
The flick-facM fchool-boy fachel takes* 65 
And with flow pace fmall riddance makes > 
For why, the hafte we make, you know* 
To knowledge and to vertue's flow. 

XVIII. 
The fbre-horfe gingles on the road* 
The waggoner logs on his load* 70 

The field with bufie people fhies. 
And city rings with various cries. 

XIX. 
The world is now a bufie fwarm, 
AH doing good* or doing harm ; 
But let's take heed our ads be true, 75 

For heaven's eye fees all we do. 

XX. 

None can that piercing fight evade, 

ft penetrates the darkeft made ; 

And fin* though it could fcape the eye* 

Would be difcover'd by the cry. 9o 
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NOON QJJATRAINS, 

BY THE SAME* 
I. 

The day grows hot, and darts his rays 
From fuch a Aire and killing place, * 

That this half world are fain to fly 
The danger of his burning eye. 

II. 

His early glories were benign, 5 

Warm to be felt, bright to be (een ; 
And all was comfort, but who can 
Endure him when meridian ? 

III. 
Of him we as of kings complain, 
Who mildly do begin to reign, 10 

But to the zenith got of pow'r, 
Thofe whom they mould protect devour. ' 

IV. 
Has not another Phaeton 

Mounted the chariot of the fun, 

And, wanting art to guide his horie, 15 

Is hurri'd from the fun's due courfe, 
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V. 
If this hold on, oar fertile lands 
Will foon be turnM lo parched fands* 
And not an onion thai will grow, 
Without a Nile to overflow. *0 

VI. 
The grazing herds now droop and pant, 
E'en without labour fit to faint, 
And willingly ' forfake* their meat, 
To feek oat cover from the heat. 

VII. 
The lagging ox is now unbound, 2$ 

From larding the new turn'd up ground, 
Whilft Hobbinol alike o'er-laid, 
Takes his ' coarfe' dinner to the {hade. 

VIII. 
Cellars and grottos now are bed 
To eat and drink in, or to reft, 30 

And not a foul above is found 
Can find a refuge under ground. 

IX. 
When Pagan tyranny grew hot. 
Thus perfecuted Chriftians got 
Into the dark but friendly womb 35 

Of unknown fubterranean Rome. 

V* S3* forfook. V* at. courfe. 
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X. 

And as that heat did cool at laft, 
So a few (corching hours o'er jhuVoV 
In a more mild and temp'rate ray 
We may again enjoy the day. 






EVENING QUATRAINS* 

BY THE SAME. 
I. 

The day's grown old, the fainting funf 
Has bat a little way to run ; 
And yet his fteeds, with all his fkill, 
Scarce hag the chariot down the hill. 

II. 

With labour {pent, and thirft oppreft, 9 

Whilft they (train hard to gain die Weft, 
From fetlocks hot drops melted light, 
Which ' tarns' to meteors in die night. 

III. 
The (hadows now (6 long do grow, 
That brambles like tall cedars (how, 10) 

Mole-hills feem mountains, and the ant 
Appears a monftrous elephant. 

K 8. turn. 
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IV. 
A very little little flock 
Shades thrice the ground that it would dock ; 
Whilft the (mall ftripling following them, 15 
Appears a nighty Polypheme. 

V. 
Thefe being brought into the fold, 
And by the thrifty .matter told, 
He thinks his wages are well paid, 
Since none are either loft or ftray'd. 20 

VI. 
Now lowing herds are each-where heard, 
Chains rattle in the villains yard, 
The cart's on tayl fet down to reft, 
Bearing on high the cuckolds creft. 

VII. 
The hedg is ftript, the clothes brought in, 
Nought's left without fhould be within, 26 
The bees are hiv'd, and hum their charm, 
Whilft every houfe does feem a fwarm. 

VIII. 
The cock now to the rooft is preft, 
For he muft call up all the reft ; 30 

The few's fail pegg'd within the fty, 
To ftill her fquealring progeny. 



c. croTrar 

IX. 

Each one has had his fmyyutg 
The cheefe is pot into the pids ; 
The pans and bowls dean fialded aflL 
Rear*d up againft the miik-1 



X. 

And now on benches all are let 
In the cool air to fit and chat, 
Till Phoebus, dipping in the West, 
Shall lead the world die way to 
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NIGHT QUATRAINS. 

BT THE SAME* 
I. 

J m it fun is fet, and gone to deep 
With the fair princefs of the deep, 
Whofe boibm is his cool retreat, 
When fainting with his proper heat. 

II. 
His deeds their flaming noftrils cool 
In fpuxne of the cerulean pool ; 
Whilft the wheels dip their hiffing naves 
Deep in Columbus' weftern waves. 
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III. 
From whence great rowls of (moke arife 
To overfliade the beauteous flcies ; 10 

Who bid the world's bright eye adieu 
In gelid tears of falling dew. 

IV. 
And now from the Iberian ' vale' 
Night's fable deeds her chariot ' hale/ 
Where double cyprefs curtains fkreen 15 
The gloomy melancholick queen. 

V. 
Thefe, as they higher mount the fky, 
Ravifti all colour from the eye, 
And leave it but an ufelefs glafs, 
Which few, or no reflections grace. 20 

VI. 
The cryflal arch o're.Pindus' crown 
Is on a fudden dufky grown, 
And all's with fun'ral black o'refpread, 
As if the day* which fleeps, were dead. 

VII. 
No ray of Hght the heart to chear, 25 

But little twinkling ftars appear ; 
Which like faint dying embers ly, 
Fit nor to work, nor travel by. 

F. 13, valci* V. 14. halet. 

Vol. I. G 
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vni. 

Perhaps to him they torches are, 
Who ' guides' Night's ibvereigns drowfy car. 
And him they may befriend (o near, 31 
But us they neither light nor chear. 

IX. 

Or ette thofe little fparka of light 
Are nayls that tyre the wheels of night, 
Which to new ftatkmt ftill are brought, 3$ 
As they rowl o'r the gloomy vault. 

Or nayls that arm the horfes hoo£ 
Which trampling o're the marbk roof, 
And Itriking fire in the air, 
We mortals call a (hooting far* 40 

XI. 
That's all the Hght we now receive, 
Unlefs what belching vulcans give, 
And thofe yield fuch a kind of light 
As adds more horror to the night, 

XII. 
Ny&imine now freed from day, 4$ 

From Men bufh flies out to prey, 
And does with feret note proclaim 
Th' arrival of th* ufurping dame. 

V. f o» guide* 
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XIII, 

The rail now cracks in fields and meads. 

«■. m 

Tpads now forfake the nettle-beds, 50 

The tim'rous hare goes to relief, 
And wary men bolt out the theef. 

XIV, 
The fire's new rak't, and hearth fwept clean, 
By Madg, the dirty kitchin-quean, 
The (afe is lock't, the moofe*trap (et, 55 
The leaven laid, and bucking wet. 

XV. 
Now in falfe floors and roofs above, 
The luftful cats make ill-tun'd love, 
The ban-dog on the dunghil lies, 
And watchful nurfe fings lullabies. 60 

XVI. 
Philomel chants it whilft fhe bleeds, 
The bittern booms it in the reeds, 
And Reynard entering the back yard, 
The Capitolian cry is heard. 

XVII. 
The goblin now the fool alarms, 65 

Haggs meet to mumble o're their charms ; 
The night-jnare rides the dreaming afs, 
And fairies trip it on the grafs, 

Ga 
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XVIII. 

The drunkard now fapinely fhoret, 
His load of ale fweats through kit pores, jm 
Yet when he wakes the fWine {hall find 
A cropola remaius behind. 

XIX. 

The fober now and chad are bleft 
With fweet, and with refreftring reft. 
And to found fleepat hcy've heft pretence 75 
Who've greateft Ihare of innocence. 

XX. 

We fhould fo live then that we may 
FearleiJs put oft" our clotta and clay. 
And travel through death's (hades to light. 
For every day mull have its night. to 

V. 76. Hive. 




THEODORE AND HONORIA. 

[ A TRANSLATION FROM BOCCACE. ] 

BY JOHN DRYDEN, ESQ^ 
POET LAUftlAT.* 

Of all the cities in Romanian lands, 
The chief, and moil renown'd, Ravenna (lands, 
Adorn'd in ancient times with arms and arts, 
And rich inhabitants, with gen'rous hearts. 
But Theodore the brave, above the reft, 5 

With gifts of fortune and of nature blefs'd, 
The fbremoft place for wealth and honor held, 
And all in feats of chivalry excelled. 

This noble youth to madnefs lov'd a dame 
Of high degree, Honoria was her name ; 10 

Fair as the faireft, but of haughty mind, 
And fiercer than became fo foft a kind ; 
Proud of her birth (for equal fhe had none) 
The reft fhe fcorn'd, but hated him alone ; 
His gifts, his conftant courtfhip, nothing gain'd ; 
For fhe, the more he lov'd, the more difdain'd. 
He liv'd with all the pomp he could devife, 
At tilts and tournaments obtain'd the prize ; 
But found no favour in his ladys eyes : 

* Born 1631 ; dytd 1701. 
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Relentlefs as a rock, the lofty maid *o 

Torn'd all to poiibn, that he did or (aid : 
Nor pray'rs, nor tears, nor offered vows, 

move; 
The work went backward; and the more he ftro 
T* advance his fait, the farther from her love. 

Weary'd, at length, and wanting remedy, 25 
He doubted oft, and oft refolv'd to die. 
But pride flood ready to prevent the blow, 
for who would die to gratify a foe ? 
His gen'rous mind difdain'd fo mean a fate ; 
That pafs'd, his next endeavour was to hate. 30 
But vainer that relief than all the reft, 1 

The lefs he hop'd, with more defire pofleft'd ; f 
Love flood the fiege, and would not yield his breaftJ 
Change was the next, but change deceiv'd his care ; 
He fought a fairer, but found none fo fair. 35 
He would have worn her out by flow degrees, 
As men by falling ftarve th* untam'd difeafe : 
But prefent love requir'd a prefent eafe. 
Looking he feeds alone his famiih'd eyes, 
Feeds ling'ring death, but looking not he dies. 
Yet Mil he chofe the longefl way to fate, 41 

Wading at once his life, and his eftate. 

His friends beheld, and pity'd him in vain, 
For what advice can eafe a lovers pain ! 
Abfence, the befl expedient they could find, 45 
Might fave the fortune, if not cure the mind : 
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*X*his meant they long propos'd, but little gain'd. 
Yet, after muck purfuit, at length obtain'd. 

Hard you may think it was to give content, 
Bat draggling with his own defires he went, 50 
With large expence, and with a pompom train. 
Provided as to vifit France and Spain, 
Or for fome diftant voyage o'er the main. 
Bat love had dipp'd his wings, and cat him (hoit, 
Confined within the purlieus of the court. 55 

Three miles he went, nor farther could retreat ; 
His travels ended at his country-feat : 
To Chaffis' pleafing plains he took his way, 
There pitch'd his tents, and there refolv'd to ftay. 
The fpring was in the prime ; die neighbouring 
grove 
Supply'd with birds, the chorifters of love : 
Mufic anbought, that minifter'd delight 
To morning walks, and lull'd his cares by night : 
There he difcharg'd his friends ; but not th'expence 
Of frequent treats, and proud magnificence. 65 
He liv'd as kings retire, tho more at large 
From public buiinefs, yet with equal charge ; 
With houfe and heart ftill open to receive ; 
As well content as love would give him leave : 
He would have liv'd more free ; but many a gueft, 
Who could fbrfake the friend, purfu'd the feaft. 71 
* It happ'd one morning, as his fancy led, 
Before his ufual hour he left his bed ; 

Q4 
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To walk within a lonely lawn, that flood 

On every fide furroanded by a wood : 75 

Alone he walk'd, to pleafe his penfive mind, 

And fought the dcepeft folitude to find ; 

Twas in a grove of fpreading pines he ftray'd; 

The winds within the quiv'ring branches play'd,j 

And dancing trees a mournful mufic made* 

The place itfelf was fniting to his care, 81 

Uncouth and favage, as the cruel fair. 

He wander'd on, unknowing where he went, 

Loft in the wood, and all on love intent : 

The day already half his race had run, 

And fummon'd him to due repaft at noon, 

But love could feel no hunger but his own. 

While lift'ning to the murm'ring leaves he flood, 
More than a mile immers'd within the wood, 
At once the wind was laid ; the whiip'ring found 
Was dumb ; a rifing earthquake rock'd the ground; 
With deeper brown the grove was overfpread ; 
A fudden horror feiz'd his giddy head, 
And his ears tinkled, and his color fled ; 
Nature was in alarm ; fome danger nigh 95 

Seem'd threaten'd, tho unfeen to mortal eye. 
Unus'd to fear, he fummon'd all his foul, 
And flood colledled in himfelf, and whole ; 
Not long : for foon a whirlwind rofe around, 
And from afar he heard a fcreaming found, 100 
As of a dame diflrefs'd, who cry'd for aid, 
And filTd with loud laments the fecret fhade. 
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A thicket clofe bcfidc the grove there flood 
With briers and brambles choak'd, and dwarfifh 

wood; 
From thence the noife, which now approaching near. 
With more difKnguifh'd notes invades his ear ; 1 06 
He rais'd his head, and faw a beauteous maid* 
With hair difhevell'd, ifTuing through the made. 
Stripped of her cloaths, and e v'n thofe parts reveal 'd. 
Which modeft nature keeps from fight conceal'd. 
Her face, her hands, her naked limbs were torn* 
With paffing thro the brakes, and prickly thorn ; 
Two maftiffs gaunt and grim her flight purfued* 
And oft their faften'd fangs in blood embru'd : 
Oft they came up, and pinch'd her tender fide ; 
Mercy, O mercy, heav'n ! fhe ran, and cry'd ; 
When heaven was nam'd, they loos'd their hold 

again, 
Then fprung fhe forth, they followed her amain. 

Not far behind, a knight of fwarthy face, 
High on a coal-black fteed purfu'd the chace ; 1 20 
With flafhing flames his ardent eyes were fill'd. 
And in his hand a naked fword he held : 
He chearM the dogs to follow her who fled, 
And vow'd revenge on her devoted head. 

As Theodore was born of noble kind, 125 

The brutal action rous'd his manly mind ; 
Mov'd with unworthy ufage of the maid, 
He, tho unarm'd, refolv'd to give her aid* 
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A faplin pine he wrench'd from oat the ground, 
The readieft weapon that his fury found* iy 
Thus furnifh'd for offence, he crofs'd die way 
Betwixt the graceleft villain and his prey. 

The knight came thund'ring on, but, frotn afar, 
Thus, in imperious tone, forbad die war : 
Ceafe, Theodore, to proffer vain relief, 135 

Nor flop the vengeance of fo jnft a grief; 
But give me leave to feize my deftin'd prey, 
And let eternal juftice take the way : 
I but revenge my fate, difdain'd, betrayM, 
^nd ftffPring death for this ungrateful maid. 140 

He faid, at once difinounting from the feed ; - 
For now the hell-hounds, with fuperior fpeed, 
Had reach'd the dame, and, faft'ning on her fide, 
The ground with ifTuing dreams of purple dy*d ; 
Stood Theodore furpris'd in deadly fright, 145 
Willi chatt'ring teeth, and bridling hair upright; 
Yet arm'd with inborn worth, whatc'er, faid he, 
Thou art, who know'ft me better than I thee ; 
Or prove thy rightful caufe, or be defy'd ; 
The fpettre, fiercely flaring, thus reply'd : 150 

Know, Theodore, thy ancefby I claim, 
And Guido Cavalcand was my name : 
One common fire our fathers did beget, 
My name and ftory fome remember yet : 
Thee, then a boy, within my arms I laid, 155 
When for my fins I lov'd this haughty maid; 
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Not Ids adorM in life, nor ferv'd by mt, 
Thin proud Honoria now is lov'd by thee. 
What did I not her ftubborn heart to gain ? 
But all my vows were anfwer'd with difdain : 
She (cont'd my forrows, and defpis'd my pain. 
Long time I dragg'd my days in fruitlefs care ; 
Then, lotting life, and plung'd in deep defpair, 
To finifh my unhappy life, I fell 
On this (harp (word, and now am damn'd in hell. 

Short was her joy ; for foon th' infulting maid 
By heavVs decree in this cold grave was laid : 
And as in unrepented (in (he dy'd, 
Dootn'd to the fame bad place is punifh'd for her 

pride: 
Becaufe (he deem'd I well deferv'd to die, 170 
And made a merit of her cruelty. 
There, then, we met ; both try'd, and both were 

caft, 
And this irrevocable fentence pafs'd ; 
That (he, whom I (b long purfu'd in vain, 
Should fufFer from my hands a lingering pain : 
Renew'd to life, that (he might daily die, 176 
I daily doom'd to follow, (he to fly ; 
No more a lover, but a mortal foe, 
I feek her life (for love is none below) : 
As often as my dogs with better fpeed 180 

Arreft her flight, is (he to death decreed : 
Then with this fatal fword, on which I dy'd, 
I pierce her open back, or tender fide, 
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And tear that hardened heart from oat her bread:, 
Which, with her entrails, makes my hungry hounds 
a feaft. 185 

Nor lies (he long, bat, as the fates ordain, 
Springs up to life, and frcfh to fecond pain, 
Is fav'd to-day, to-morrow to be flain. 

This, vers'd in death, th' infernal knight relates. 
And then for proof fulfilTd the common fates ; 
Her heart and bowels thro her back he drew, 
And fed the hounds that help'd him to purfue. 
Stern look'd the fiend, as fruftrate of his will* 
Not half fuffic'd, and greedy yet to kill. 
And now the foul, expiring through the wound, 
Had left the body breathlefs on the ground, 196 
When thus the grifly fpe&re (poke again : 
Behold the fruit of ill-rewarded pain : 
As many months as I fuflain'd her hate, 
So many years is (he condemn'd by fate 200 

To daily death ; and ev'ry feveral place, 
Confcious of her difdain and my difgrace, 
Muft witnefs her juft punifhment; and be 
A (bene of triumph and revenge to me ! 
As in this grove I took my lad farewel, 305, 

As on this very fpot of earth I fell, 
As Friday faw me die, fo fhe my prey 
Becomes ev'n here, on this revolving day. 

Thus, while he (poke, the virgin from the ground 
Upftarted frefh, already clos'd the wound, 210 




DRYDEN. IO9 

-And, unconcern'd for all fhe felt before, 
Precipitates her flight along the fhore : 
The hell-hounds, as ungorg'd with flefh and blood, 
Purine their prey, and feek their wonted food : 
The fiend remounts his courfer, mends his pace ; 
And all the vifion vanifh'd from the place. 216 

Long flood the noble youth opprefs'd with awe," 
And flapid at the wondrous things he faw, 
Surpafling common faith, tranfgrefling nature's 1 

law: 

He would have been afleep, and wifti'd to wake, 
But dreams, he knew, no long impreflion make, 
Though flrong at firfl $ if vifion, to what end, 
But fuch as mufl his future flate portend ? 
His love the damfel, and himfelf the fiend. 
But yet, reflecting that it could not be 22$ 

From heaven, which cannot impious acts decree, 
RefolvM within himfelf to fhun the fnare, 
Which hell for his deftruction did prepare ; 
And, as his better genius fhould direct, 
From an ill caufe to draw a good effect. 230 

Infpir'd from heaven he homeward took his way. 
Nor pall'd his new defign with long delay : 
But of his train a trufty fervant fent 
To call his friends together at his tent. 
They came, and, ufual falutations paid, 255 

With words premeditated, thus he faid : 
What you have often counfelTd, to remove- 
My vain purfuit of unregarded love ; 
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By thrift my finking fortune to repair, 
Tho late yet is at laft become my care : 
My heart (hall be my own ; my vaft expence 
Reduc'd to bounds, by timely providence ; 
This only I require ; invite for me 
Honoria, with her fathers family, 
Her friends, and mine ; the canfe I Hull difplay. 
On Friday next ; for that's th' appointed day. 
Well pleas'd were all his friends, the tafc was 
The father, mother, daughter, they invite ; 
Hardly the dame was drawn to this repaft; 
But yet refolv'd, becaufe it was the laft. 250 

The day was come, the guefts invited came, 
And, with the reft, th' inexorable dame : 
A feaft preparM with riotous expence, 
Much coft, more care, and moil magnificence. 
The place ordain'd was in that haunted grove, 
Where the revenging ghoft purfn'd his love : 256 
The tables in a proud pavilion fpread, 
With flowers below, and tiuue overhead : 
The reft in rank, Honoria chief in place, 
Was artfully contrived to fet her face 
To front the thicket, and behold the chace. 
The feaft was ferv'd, the time fo well forecaft, 
That juft when the defert and fruits were plac'd, 
The fiend's alarm began ; the hollow found 
Sung in the leaves, the foreft fhook around, 
Air blacken'd, rolTd the thunder, groan'd the 
ground.. 
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Nor long before the loud laments arife 
Of one diftreft'd, and maftifls mingled cries ; 
And firft the dame came rufhing through the wood,") 
And next die fum(h , dhouikU 1 thatfo«ghttheirfood,l 
And grip'd her flanks, and oft eflay'd their jaws I 

in blood. J 

Laft came die felon, on his fable fteed, 
Arm'd with his naked fword, and urg'd his dogs 

to speed. 
She ran, and cry M, her flight directly bent, 
(A gneft unbidden) to the fatal tent, 
The feene of death, and place deflgn'd for punifti- 

ment. 
Load was the noife, aghaft was ev'ry gneft, 
The women fhriek'd, the men foribok the feaft ; 
The hounds at nearer diftance hoarsly bay'd ; 
The hunter ejofe purfu'd the viflonary maid, 
She tent the heav'n with load laments, imploring 



The gallants, to protect the lady's right, 
Their fauchions brandifh'd at the grifly fpright 
High on his ftirrups he provok'd the fight, 
Then on the crowd he caft a furious look, 285 
And witherM all their ftrength before he {poke : 
Back on your lives ; let be, faid he, my prey, 
And let my vengeance take the deftin'd way : 
Vain are your arms, and vainer your defence, 
Againft th' eternal doom of Providence : 290 
Mine is th 9 ungrateful maid by heaven defign'd : 
Mercy (he would not give, nor mercy (hall {he find. 
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At this the former tale again he told, 
With thund'ring tone, and dreadful to behold : . 
Sunk were their hearts with horror of the crime, 
Nor needed to be warn'd a fecond time, 296 

But bore each other back : fome knew the face, 
And all had heard the much-lamented cafe 
Of him who fell for love, and this the fetal place. 

And now th' infernal minifter advanc'd, 300 
Seiz'd the due victim, and with fury € lancM' 
Her back, and, piercing through her inmoft heart 
Drew backward, as before, th* offending part* 
The reeking entrails next he tore away, 
And to his meagre mafHffs made a prey. 305 
The pale affiftants on each other ftarM, 
With gaping mouths for ifluing words prepared; 
The IHll-born founds upon the palate hung, 
And dy'd imperfeft on the fault'ring ^tongue* 
The fright was general ; but the female band 
(A helplefs train) in more confufion ftand: 311 
With horror ihudd'ring, on a heap they run, 
Sick at the fight of hateful juftice done ; 
For confcience rung th' alarm, and made the cafe] 
their own. 

So fpread upon a lake, with upward eye, 31; 
A plump of fowl behold their foe on high ; 
They dofe their trembling troop ; and all attend 
On whom the fowling eagle will defcend. 

^.301. lanch'd. 
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'' Bat moil the proud Honoria fear'd th* event, 
And thought to her alone the vifion fcnt. 320 
Her guilt prefents to her di&ra&ed mind 
feavVs juffcice, Theodore's revengeful kind, 
And the fame fate to the fame fin affign'd. 
Already fees herfelf the monger's prey* 
And feels her heart and entrails torn away. 325 
•Twas a mute fcene of forrow, mix'd with fear ; 
Still on the table lay th' unfinifh'd cheer : 
The knight and hungry maftiiFs flood around, 
The mangled dame lay breathlefs on the ground* 
When on a fudden, re-infpir'd with breath, 330 
Again (he rofe, again to fuffer death ; 
Nor ftaid the hell-hounds, nor the hunter (laid, 
But fbllow'd, as before, the flying maid : 
Th 9 avenger took from earth th' avenging fword, 
And mounting light as air his fable deed he fpurr'd : 
The clouds difpell'd, the fky refum'd the light, 
And Nature flood recover'd of her fright. 
But fear, the lafl of ills, remain'd behind, 
And horror heavy fat on ev'ry mind. 
Nor Theodore encourag'd more the feafl, 340 
But fternly look'd, as hatching in his bread 
gome deep defigns ; which when Honoria view'd, 
The frefh impulfe her former fright renew'd ; 
She thought herfelf the trembling dame who fled, 
And him the grifly ghoft that fpurr'd th' infernal 
Seed: 

Vol. I. H 
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The more difinayM, for when theguefb withdrew,! 
Their courteous hoft, falutbg all die crew, I 
Regardlefe pafs'd her o'er ; nor grac'd with kfadl 

adieu. 
That fling xnfix'd within her haughty mind, 
The downfall of her empire (he divin'd ; 
And her proud heart with fecret forrow pin'd. 
Home as they went, the fad difcourfc renewM, 
Of the relentlefs dame to death purfu'd, 
And of the fight obfcene fo lately view'd. 
None durft arraign the righteous doom (he bore, 
Ev'n they who pity'd moft, yet blam'd her more: 
The parallel they needed not to name, 
But in the dead they damn'd the living dame/ 

At ev'ry little noife (he look'd behind, 
For (till the knight was prefent to her mind : 36a 
And anxious oft (he ftarted on the way, 
And thought the horfeman-ghoft came thund'ring 

for his prey. 
Retura'd, (he took her bed with little reft, 
But in fhort flumbers dreamt the funeral feaft : 
Awaked, fhe tura'd her fide, and flept again ; 
The fame black vapors mounted in her brain. 
And the fame dreams retura'd with double pain. 

Now fbrc'd to wake, becaufe afraid to fleep. 
Her blood all fever'd, with a furious leap 
She fprang from bed, diftra&ed in her mind, 376 
And fear'd, at every ftep, a twitching fpright behind* 
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Darkling and deiperate, with a ftagg'ring pace, 
Of death afraid, and confeious of difgrace ; 
Fear, pride, remorfe, at once her heart auaiTd, 
Pride put remorfe to flight, but fear prevailed. 
Friday the fatal day, when next it came, 376 
Her foul forethought the fiend would change his 

game, 
And her purine, or Theodore be flain, 
And two ghofts join their packs to hunt her o'er 

the plain. 
This dreadful image fo poflefs'd her mind, 380 
That defperatc any fuccour elfe to find, 
She ceas'd all farther hope ; and now began 
To make reflexion on th' unhappy man. 
Rich, brave, and young, who pail expreffion lovM, 
Proof to difdain, and not to be remov'd : 385 
Of all the men refpecled and admir'd, 
Of all the dames, except herfelf, defir'd : 
Why not of her ? preferrM above the reft 
By him with knightly deeds, and open love pro- 

fc&M? 
So had another been, where he his vows addrefs'd.- 
This quell'd her pride, yet other doubts remain'd, 
That, once difdaining, (he might be difdain'd. 
The fear was juft, but greater fear prevailed, 
Fear of her life by hellifh hounds aflaiPd : 
He took a Wring leave ; but who can tell 395 
What outward hate might inward love conceal ? 

H % 



v Il6 DRY DEN. 

Her fex's arts fhe knew ; and why not, thenV 
Might deep difTembling have a place in men ? 
Here hope began to dawn ; refolv'd to try, 
She fix'd on this her ntmoft remedy : 
Death was behind, but hard it was to die. 
Twas time enough at laft on death to call, 
The precipice in fight : a fhrub was all, 
That kindly ftood betwixt to break the fatal fall- 
One maid (he had, belov'd above the seft : 405 
Secure of her, the fecret fhe confefs'd ; 
And now the chearful light her fears difpell'd, 
She with no winding turns the truth conceal' 
But put tne woman off, and ftood reveal 1 
With faults confefs'd commiffion'd her to go, 410 
If pity yet had place, and reconcile her foe ; 
The welcome menage made, was icon receiv'd; 
'Twas to be wifh'd, and hop'd, but fcarce believ'd j 
Fate feeni'd a fair occafion to prefent ; 
He knew the fex, and fear'd (he might repent, 
Should he delay the moment of confent. 
There yet remained to gain her friends (a care 
The modefty of maidens well might fpare) ; 
But fhe with fuch a zeal the caufe embrac'd, . 
(As women, where they will, are all in hafte) 
The father, mother, and the kin befide, 42 J 

Were overborn by fury of the tide ; 
With full confent of all fhe chang'd her ftatCi 
RefUUefs in her love, as in her hate. 
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By her example warn'd, the reft beware ; 
More eafy, lcfs imperious, were the fair ; 
And that one hunting, which the devil deiign'd 
For one fair female, loft him half the kind. 






ALEXANDERS FEAST; 

O R 

THE POWER OF MUSIC; 
AN ODE, 



I* HONOUR OF ST. CECILIA'S DAY. 



BY THE SAME. 
I. 

1 was at the royal feaft, for Perfia won, 
By. Philips warlike fon : 
Aloft in awful ftate 
The godlike hero fate 

On his imperial throne : 5 

His valiant peers were plac'd around ; 
Their brows with rofes and with myrtles bound : 

(So fhould defert in arms be crown'd) 
The lovely Thais, by his fide, 
Sate like a blooming Eaftern bride, 10 

In flower of youth and beauty's pride. 
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Happy, happy, happy pair ! 

None but the brave. 

None but the brave, 

None bat the brave defervea the fair. 

CHORUS. 

Hapfy, haffy, baffy pair! 

None but the brave. 

None but the brave, 

None but the brave Je/erves thefakm 

II. 

Timotheus, plac'd on high V* 

Amid the tuneful quire, 

With flying fingers touch'd the lyre : 
The trembling notes afcend the iky, 

And heavenly joys infpire. 
The fong began from Jove, *5 

Who left his blifsful feats above, 
(Such is the power of mighty love) 
A dragons fiery form bely'd the god ; 
Sublime on radiant fpires he rode, 

When he to fair Olympia prefs'd : 30 

And while he fought her fnowy breaft : 
Then, round her (lender waift he curPd, 
And flamp'd an image of himfelf, a fov'reign of 

the world. 
The lift'ning crowd admire the lofty found, 
A prefent deity, they fhout around : 35 

A prefent deity the vaulted roofs rebound : 
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With raviftYd ears 
The monarch hears, 
AfTumes the god, 

Afie&s to nod, 40 

And feems to (hake the fpheres. 

CHORUS. 

With ravffid ears 
The monarch bears, 
Ajfumes the God % 

Ajfe&s to noj, 45 

And feems tojbake tbefpheres. 

III. 
Chepraife of Bacchus, then, the fweet mufician fung ; 
Of Bacchus ever fair and ever young : 
The jolly god in triumph comes ; 
. Sound the trumpets ; beat the drums ; 50 
Fluih'd with a purple grace, 
He (hews his honeft face : 
Tow give the hautboys breath ; he comes, he comes. 
Bacchus ever fair and young, 

Drinking joys did firft ordain ; 55 

Bacchus' bleffings are a treafure, 
Drinking is the foldier's pleafure ; 
Rich the treafure, 
Sweet the pleafure ; 
Sweet is pleafure after pain* 60 
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CHORUS. 

Bacchus' bkjfings are a trea/ure 9 
Drinking is the foldier' s pleafure \ 

Rich the treafure, 

Sweet the fkaftire; 
Sweet isfleafure after pain. 

IV. 

Sooth'd with the found, the king grew vain ; 
Fought all his battles o'er again ; 
And thrice he routed all his foes ; and thrice 

(lew the (lain. 
The mailer faw the madnefs rife ; 
His glowing cheeks, his ardent eyes ; 70 

And, while he heaven and earth defy'd, 
Chang'd his hand, and check'd his pride. 

He chofe a mournful mufe 

Soft pity to infufe : 
He fung Darius great and good, 75 

By too fevere a fate, 
Fallen, fallen, fallen, fallen, 
Fallen from his high eftate, 

And weltring in his blood. 
Deferted, at his utmoft need, 80 

By thofe his former bounty fed : 
On the bare earth expos'd he lies, 
With not a friend to clofe his eyes. 
With downcalt looks the joylefs vittor fate, 
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V. 

'T* asb , Ac fflinA w love. 

For P^ * eto *try«ia»» cafttr ?\ 

S^n he footn ^ troub le , ^ 

Vsrar,te fung '" bubble; 
Hoaoutbutan^^^g, 

tftheWoMbe i0 y*g. 

.^ O think, * dethee , 

•^ ,nanyren ^ btttMofic 

So Love wm* ** 
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The prince, unable to conceal his pain, 

Gaz'd on the fair z »< 

Who caus'd his care, 
And figh'd and look'd, figh'd and kokU, 
Sigh'd and look'd, and figh'd again : 
At length, with love and wine at once oppre& > J.^» 
The vanquiih'd vi&or funk upon her breafL i M J, 

CHORUS. 

27>e prince, unable to conceal bis pain 9 
Gaz'd on the fair 
Who caus'd bis care 9 
And figh'd and look' J, fgh'd and look'd, 
Sighed and look'd f and Jigh'd again: I 

At lengthy with love and wine at once oppre/?J f 
The vanquijb'd viftorfunk upon her hreaft. 

VI. 

Now flrike the golden lyre again : 
A louder yet, and yet a louder ftrain. 
Break his bands of fleep afunder, 125 

And roufe him, like a rattling peal of thunder. 
Hark, hark, the horrid found 
Has rais'd up his head : 
As awak'd from the dead, 
And amaz'd, he flares around. 130 

Revenge, revenge, Timotheus cries, 
See the Furies arife : 
See the fnakes that they rear 
How they hifs in their hair, 
And the fparkles that flafh from their eyes ! 
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Behold ft daftly hud, ii6 

Each a torch in his hand ! 
hofc are Grecian ghofts, that in battle were flain. 

And unbury'd remain 
Inglorious on the plain : 14.0 
Give the vengeance due 
To the valiant crew, 
chold how they tofs their torches on high, 
How they point to the Perfian abodes, 
ad glittering temples of their hoftile gods, 
he princes applaud, with a furious joy ; 146 
nd the king feiz'd a flambeau with zeal to deftroy ; 
Thais led the way, 
To light him to his prey, 
nd, like another Helen, fir'd another Troy. 150 

CHORUS. £ 

tdtbe king feii? d a flambeau with zeal to deftroy ; 

Thai* led the way, 

To light him to his prey y 
na\ like another Helen, flr*d another Troy, 

VII. 
Thus, long ago, 155 

Ere heaving bellows learn'd to blow, 

While organs yet were mute, 
Timcftheus, to his breathing flute, 
And founding lyre, 
ould fwell the foul to rage, or kindle fierce defirew 
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ON HIS MISTRESS DROWN'D. 
*Y THO. SPRATT> BISHOP OP ROCHESTER.* 

Uweet dream, that doth with equal pace 
Beth thy felf fly> and thy felf chace 
Forbear awhile to flow, 
And liden to my woe. 

Then go, and tell the Tea that all its brine 

Is frefh, compared to mine ; 
Inform it that the gentler dame, 
Who was the life of all my flame, 

In the glory of her bud, 
< Has pafs'd the fatal flood, 10 

Death by this only ftroke triumphs above 
The greated power of Love : 
Alas, alas ! I mud give o'er, 
My fighs will let me add no more. 

Go on, fweet dream, and henceforth reft 15 
No more than does my troubled bread ; 
And if my fad complaints have made thee day, 
Thefe tears, thefe tears (hall mend thy way* 

* Serm 1636} iyti 1713. 



CONSTANCY- 

BY SIR CHARLES SBDLBY, BART.* 

Fear not, my dear ; a flame can never die 
That is once kindled by fo bright an eye : 
View but thyfelf, and meafnre thence my love ; 
Think what a paffion fuch a form moft move : 
For, tho' thy beauty firft allur'd my fight, j 

Now I confider it but as the light 
That lead me to the treasury of thy mind, 
Whofe inward virtue in that feature fhin'd- 
That knot, be confident, will ever laft, 
Which fancy ty'd, and reafon has made raft : 10 
So faft, that time, altho' it may difarm 
Thy lovely face, my faith can never harm ; 
And age deluded, when it comes, will find 
My love remov'd, and to thy foul affign'cL 

• Born 1639; <?J*d l 70t* 
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A SONG. 

BY THE SAME. 

Hears not my Phillis how the birds 
' Their feather'd mates falute ? 
They tell their paffion in their words ; 

Muft I alone be mute ? 
Phillis, without frown or fmile, 5 

Sat and knotted all the while. 

The god of love in thy bright eyes 

Does like a tyrant reign : 
Bat in thy heart a child he lyes, 

Without his dart or flame. 10 

Phillis, without, &c. 

So many months in filence part, 

And yet in raging love, 
Might well deferve one word at laft 

My paffion (hou'd approve. 15 

Phillis, without, &c. 

Muft then your faithful fwain expire, 

And not one look obtain, 
Which he, to footh his fond defire, 

Might pleafingly explain ? 20 

Phillis, without, &c. 



INCONSTANCY EXCUSHP. 

SONG. 

BY JOHN SHEFFIELD, DUKE OF 
BUCKINGHAMSHIRE.* 

I must confefi I am untrue 

To Gloriana's eyes ; 
But he that's unil'd upon by you, 

Mull all the world defpife. 

In winter, fires of little worth 5 

• Excite our dull defire ; 

But when the fun breaks kindly forth, 
Thofe fainter flames expire. 

Then blame me not for flighting now 
What I did once adore ; 10 

Q, do but this one change allow. 
And I can change no more : 

Fixt by your never-failing charms, 

Till I with age decay, 
Till languiftiing within your arms, I £ 

* I ugh my foul away. 

• fitrn 1646; djtd 1721. 
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ON lucinda's DEATH* 

BY THE SAME. 

\Jome all ye doleful, difthal cares* 
That ever haunted guilty mind ! 

The pangs of love when it defpairs, 
And all thofe flings the jealous find : 

Alas ! heart-breaking tho' ye be, 5 

Yet welcome, welcome all to me ! 

Whd now have loft but oh ! how much ? 

No language, nothing can exprefs, 
Except my grief; for fhe was fuch, 

That praifes would but make her left* io 
Vet who can ever dare to raife 
His voice on her, nnlefs to praife ? 

Free from her fex's fmalleft faults, 
And fair as womankind can be ; 

Tender and warm as lover's thoughts, 1 5 
Yet cold to all the world but me. 

Of all this nothing now remains, 

fiut only fighs and endlefs pains. 
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SONG. 

BY JOHN WILMOT, EARL OP KOCHISTlt.* 

Insulting beauty, youmiafpend 

Thofe frowns upon your Have ; 
Your fcorn againft fuck rebels bend 
Who dare with Confidence pretend 
That other eyes their hearts defend f 
From all the charms you have. 

Your conq'ring eyes fo partial are, 

Or mankind is fo dull, 
That, while I languifh in defpair, 
Many proud fenfelefs hearts declare 10 
They find you not fo killing fair 

To wifh you merciful* 

They an inglorious freedom boaffc; 

I triumph in my chain ; 
Nor am I unreveng'd, though loft; 15 
Nor you unpunifh'd, though unjufk ; 
When I alone, who love you moft, 

Am kill'd with your difdain. 

* Burn 1648 ; dyed 1680. 



falE SIXTEENTH ODE OF THE SECOND BOOfc 

OF HORACE. 

* 
BY THOMAS OTWAY. t 

In ftorms when clouds the moon do hide> 

And no kind ftars the pilot guide, 

Shew me at Tea the boldeft there 

Who does not wifh for quiet here. 

For quiet (friend) the foldier fights, 5 

Bears weary marches, fleeplefs nights, 

For this feeds hard, and lodges cold, 

Which can't be bought with hills of gold* 

Since wealth and power too weak we find 

To quell the tumults of the mind, 10 

Or from the monarch's roofs of ftate 

Drive thence the cares that round him wait* 

Happy the man with little bleft, 

Of what his father left pofleft ; 

No bafe defires corrupt his head, ' 15 

No fears <lifturb him in his bed. 

What then in life; which foon muft end, 

Can all our vain defigns intend ? 

From fhore to (hore why (hould we run, 

When none his tirefome felf can ihun r 20 

+ Born 1651 ; dytd i68a. 
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For baneful care will fHll prevail. 
And overtake as under fail : 
'Twill dodge the great man's train behind, . 
Out-run the roe, out-fly the wind. 
If then thy fool rejoice to-day, 2$ 

Drive far to-morrow's cares away : 
In laughter let them all be drown'd : 
No perfect good is to be round. 
One mortal feels fate's fudden blow, 
Another's ling'ring death comes flow ; 30 
And what of life they take from thee, 
The gods may give to punifh me. 
Thy portion is a wealthy Hock, 
A fertile glebe, a fruitful flock, 
Horfes and chariots for thy eafe, 3$ 

Rich robes to deck and make thee pleafe : 
For me, a little cell I chufe. 
Fit for my mind, fit for my mufe. 
Which ioft content does beft adorn. 
Shunning the knaves and fools I (corn. 40 




THE RETIREMENT. 

BY JOHN NORRIS.* 
I. 

Well, I have thought on't, and I find 

This bufie world is nonfenfe all ; 
I here defpair to pleafe my mind, 

Her fweeteft honey is fo mixt with gall. 
Come then, I'll try how 'tis to be alone, 5 

Live to myfelf a while, and be my own. 

II. 
I've try'd, and blefs the happy change ; 

So happy, I could almoft vow 
Never from this retreat to range, 

For Aire I ne'er can be To bled as now : 10 
From all th' allays of blifs I here am free, 
I pity others, and none envy me. 

III. 
Here in this (hady lonely grove, 

I fweetly think my hours away, 
Neither with bulinefs vex'd nor love, 15 

Which in the world bear fuch tyrannic fway. 

* Born %6tf; dyed fjxu 
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No tumults can my clofe apartment find, 
Calm as thofe feats above, which know no ftorm, 
nor wind. 

IV. 

Let plots and news embroil tie ftate, 

Pray what's that to my books and me ? 26 

Whatever be the kingdom's fate, 

Here I am fure t' enjoy a monarchy. 
Lord of myfelf, accountable to none, 
Like the firft man in paradjce, alone, 

V, 

While the ambitious vainly fue, *5 

And of the partial ftars complain, 
I Hand upon the fhore, and view 

The mighty labours of the diftant main : 
I'm flufh'd with filent joy, and finile to fee 
The fhafts of fortune (till drop fhort of me. 30 

VI, 

Th' uneafie pageantry of ftate, 

And all the plagues to thought and fenfe, 
Are far remov'd ; I'm plac'd by fate 

Out of the road of all impertinence* 
Thus, tho my fleeting life runs fwiftly on, 35 
'Twill not be fhort, becaufe 'tis all my own. 




SONG. 

IT CHARLES SACKVILLB, EARL OF DORSET * 

JJorinda's fparkling wit and eyes, 

United, call too fierce a light, 
Which blazes high, but quickly dies ; 

Pains not the heart, but hurts the fight ; 

Love is a calmer, gentler joy, $ 

Smooth are his looks, and foft his pace; 

Her Cupid is a black-guard boy, 
That runs his link full in your face. 



* Morn 1657; djed ijo6. 
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WRITTEN AT ALTHROP, IN A BLANK LEAF 
OF waller's POEMS, UPON SEEING 

Vandyke's picture of the 
old lady sunderland. 

BY CHARLES MONTAGUE, EARL 
OF HALIFAX,* 

Vandyke had colours, foftnefs, fire, and art, 

When the fair Sunderland infiam'd his heart. 

Waller had numbers, fancy, wit, and fire, 

And Sachariffa was his fond defire. 

Why then at Althrop feems her charms to faint, 5 

In thefe fweet numbers* and that glowing paint ? 

This happy feat a fairer miftrefs warms ; 

This mining offspring has eclips'd her charms : 

The different beauties in one face we find ; 

Soft Amoret with 'bright' Sacharifla join'd. 10 

As high as Nature reach'd, their art could foar ; 

But (he ne'er made a finifh'd piece before. 
* 

* Born 1661; dyed 1115. 
V.\o. brightcft. 



HORACE, Booic IV. Ode III. Imitated, 

BY FRANCIS ATTERBURT, BISHOP 
OF ROCHESTER.* 

Tt HIS MUSE, BY WHOSE FAVOUR HE 
ACQUIRES IMMORTAL FAME. 

He, on whofe birth the lyric queen 

Of numbers fmil'd, fhall never grace 
The Iflhmian gauntlet, nor be feen 

Firft in the fam'd Olympic race : 
He (hall not, after toils of war, 5 

And taming haughty monarchs pride, 
With laurelTd brows, confpicuous far, 

To Jove's Tarpeian temple ride. 
But him the dreams that warbling flow 

Rich Tyber's flowery meads along, 10 
And fhady groves (his haunts) fhall know 

The mailer of th'^olian fong. 
The fons of Rome, majeftic Rome ! 

Have fix'd me in the poets choir, 
And, envy now, or dead or dumb, 15 

Forbear to blame what they admire. 



* Bern 1668 ; dyed fin exile J 1731* 
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Goddefs of the fweet-founding lute, 

Which thy harmonious touch obeys, 
Who canft the finny race, tho' mute, 

To cygnets dying accents raife ; 2fr 

Thy gift it is, that all with eafe 

My new unrivafd honours own ; 
That I flill live, and living pleafe, 

O goddefs, is thy gift alone. • 




EPIGRAM, 

WRITTEN ON A WHITE FAN BORROWER 
FROM MISS OSBORNE, AFTER- 
WARDS HIS WIFE. 

BY THE SAME. 

Fl avi a the lead and flighted toy 

Can, with refiftlefs art, employ : 

This Fan, in meaner hands, would prov« 

An engine of {mall force in love ; 

Yet (he, with graceful air and mien, 3 

Not to be told, or fafely feen, 

Directs its wanton motions (b, 

That it wounds more than Cupid's bow : 

Gives coolnefs to the matchlefs dame, 

To every other bread a flame. 10 



ItfiPLY TO A COPY OF VERSES MADE IK 
IMITATION OF BOOK III. ODE II. 
OF HORACE. 

Anguflam, amice, pauper km fati, &c. 

AND SENT BT MR.T1TLEY 
TO ' THE AUTHOR.* 

BY RICHARD BENTLEY, LL. D.* 

Who drives to mount Parnaftus' hill, 
And thence poetick laurels bring, 

Muft firft acquire due force, and fkill, 
Maft fly with fwan's, or eagle's wing. 

Who nature's treafures wou'd explore, 5 

Her myfteries and arcana know, 
Muft high, as lofty Newton, foar, 

Muft Hoop, as delving Woodward, low. 

Who ftudies ancient laws and rites, 

Tongues, arts, and arms £nd hiHory, 10 

Muft drudge like Selden days and nights. 
And in the endlefs labour die. 



* Born i66a ; dyed 1 749. 
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Who travels in religions jars. 

Truth mixt with error, (hade with rays. 
Like Whilton wanting pyx or liars, 1 j 

In ocean wide or finks or ftrays. 

But grant our heroe's hope long toil 
And comprehenfive genius crown. 

All fciences, all arts his Jpoil, 
Yet what reward, or what renown ? 10 

Envy, innate in vulgar fouls, 
Envy fteps in and flops his rife ; 

Envy, with poifon'd tarnifh, fouls 
His luftre, and his worth decries. 

He lives inglorious, or in want, 2; 

To college and old books confin'd ; 
Inftead of learn'd he's call'd pedant. 
Dunces advanc'd he's left behind: 
Yet left content, a genuine ftoic he. 
Great without patron, rich without South-fea. 3* 




TO THE EVENING STAR. 
english'd from a greek idyllium. 

BY GEORGE STEPNEY, BSQ^* 

Bright ftar ! by Venus fix'd above. 
To rule the happy realms o' love ; 
Who in the dewy rear of day, 
Advancing thy diftinguifh'd ray, 
Doft other lights as far outfliine 5 

As Cynthia's filver glories thine ; 
Known by fuperior beauties there, 
As much as Paftorella here. 

Exert, bright ftar, thy friendly light, 
And guide me through the dufky night ; 
Defrauded of her beams, the moon 1 1 
Shines dim, and will be vanilh'd foon. 
I wou'd not rob the fhepherd's fold ; 
I feek no mifer's hoarded gold ; 
To find a nymph, I'm fbrc'd to ftray, 
Who lately ftole my heart away. 16 

* Born 1663; dyed 1707. 
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fePIGRAM. 

LOVE AND JEALOUS*. 
tY WILLIAM WALSH, ESOj* 

How much are they deceit'd who vainly ftfoft 
By jealous fears, to keep our flames aim ! 
Love's like a torch, which, if iecdVd from Vbhi 
Will faintlier bum, bat then it longer lafts. 
Expos'd to dorms of jealoufy and doubt, ) 

The blaze grows greater, bat 'tis iboner out 

SONG. 

BY THE SAME. 
I. 

Tho' Celia's born to be ador'd, 
And Strephon to adore her born, 

In vain her pity is implof 'd, 

Who kills him twice, with charms and fcom; 

# Born 1 663 J dyed 1708. 



Walsh. 



II. 



tut faint, to your bleit orb repair, 
To learn in heav'n a heavenly mind ; 

Thence hearken to a tinner's pray'r. 
And be Ids beauteous, or more kind. 




MULLY of MOUNTOWN. 

BY WILLIAM KING, LL. D.* 

I. 

Mountown ! thou fwcet retreat from Dublin 

cares, 
Be famous for thy apples and thy pears ; 
For turnips, carrots, lettice, beans, andpeafc; 
For Peggy's butter, and for Peggy's cheefe. 
May clouds of pigeons round about thee fly; J 
But condeicend fometimes to make a pye. 
May fat geefe gaggle with melodious voice, 
And ne'er want goofe berries or apple-fauce : 
Ducks in thy ponds, and chicken in thy pens, 
And be thy turkeys numerous as thy hens : 10 
May thy black pigs lie warm in little ftye, 
And have no thought to grieve them till they die. 
Mountown ! the Mufes moil delicious theam ; 
Oh ! may thy codlins ever fwim in cream ! 
Thy raip- and ftrawberries in Bourdeaux drown, 
To add a redder tin&ure to their own ! 16 

Thy white-wine, fugar, milk, together club, 
To make that gentle viand fyllabub. 



* Born 1663; dyed 1712. 
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Thy tarts to tarts, cheefe-cakes to cheefe-cakes join, 
To fpoil the relifh of the flowing wine. 20 

Bat to the fading palate bring relief, 
By thy Weftphalian-ham, or Belgick-beef ; 
And, to complete thy bleffings in a word, 
May ftill thy foil be generous as its lord ! 

II. 
Oh ! Peggy, Peggy, when thou go'ft to brew, 
Confider well what you're about to do ; 26 

Be very wife, very fedately think 
That what you're going now to make is drink : 
Confider who muft drink that drink, and then, 
What 'tis to have the praife of honeft men : 30 
For furely, Peggy, while that drink does laft, 
'Tis Peggy will be toafted or difgrac'd. 
Then, if thy ale in glafs thou would'ft confine, 
To make its fparkling rays in beauty fhine, 
Let thy clean bottle be entirely dry, 
Left a white fubftance to the furface fly, 
And, floating there, difturb the curious eye. 
But this great maxim muft be underftood, 
Be fure, nay, very fure, thy cork is good ! 
Then future ages fhall of Peggy tell, 40 

That nymph that brew'd and bottled ale fo well. 

III. 

How fleet is air ! how many things have breath 
Which in a moment they refign to death ; 
Depriv'd of light, and all their happieft ftate, 
Not by their fault but fome o'er-ruling fate. 45 

Vol. I. K 
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Altho' fair flowers, that jofUy might invite, 

Are crop'd, nay, torn away, for man's delight 5 

Yet (till thofe flowers, alas ! can make no moac*^ 

Nor has NarcuTos now a power to groan. 

But all thofe things which breath in different fram0> 

By tie of common breath, man's pity claim. $ * 

A gentle lamb has rhetorick to plead, 

And, when (he fees the butcher's knife decreed, 

Her voice intreats him not to make her bleed. 

But cruel gain, and luxury of tafte, ;£ 

With pride, (till lays man's fellow-mortals wafte '- 

What earth and waters breed, or air infpires, 

Man for his palate fits by torturing fires. | ^ 

Mully, a cow, fprung from a beauteous race, 
With fpreading front, did Mountown's paftures 

grace. 60 

Gentle fhe was, and, with a gentle (beam, 
Each morn and night gave milk that equal'd cream. 
Offending none, of none fhe flood in dread, 
Much lefs of perfons which fhe daily fed : 
But innocence cannot itfelf defend 65 

'Gainff treacherous arts, veil'd with the name of 

friend. 

Robin of Darby-fhire, whofe temper fhocks 
The conftitution of his native rocks ; 
Born in a * place, which, if it once be nam'd, 
Wou'd make a blufhing modefty afham'd : 70 

• The Devit'i Arfc of Peak. 
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He with indulgence kindly did appear 

To make poor Muily his peculiar care, 

But inwardly this fallen churlifh thief 

Had all his mind plac'd upon Mully's beef; 

His fancy fed on her, and thus he'd cry, 75 

Mully, as fure as I'm alive, you die : 

*T\$ a brave cow ; O, Sirs, when Chriftmat 

comes, 
Thefe ftiins (hall make the porridge grac'd with 

plums ; 
Then, midft our cups, whilft we profufely dine, 
This blade fhall enter deep in Mully's chine ; 
What ribs, what rumps, what bak'd, boil'd, 

flew'd, and road ! 
There fhan't one fingle tripe of her be loft ! 

When Peggy, nymph of Mountown, heard theft 
founds, 
She griev'd to hear of Mully's future wounds. 
What crime, fays ftie, has gentle Mully done ? 
Witnefs the rifing and the fetting fun, 86 

That knows what milk ftie. conftantly would give ! 
Let that quench Robin's rage, and Mully live. 

Daniel, a fprightly fwain, that us'd to flafh 
The vigorous fteeds that drew his lord's calafh, 
To Peggy's fide inclin'd, for 'twas well known 
How well he lov'd thofe cattel of his own. 
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Then Terence fpoke, oraculous and fly, 
He'd neither grant the queftion nor deny ; 
Pleading for milk, his thoughts were on mince-] 

pye: 

But all his arguments fo dubious were, 
That Mully thence had neither hope nor fear. 

You 've (poke, fays Robin ; but now let me tell ye, 
'Tis not fair-fpoken words that fill the belly ; 
Pudding and beef I love, and cannot ftoop 
To recommend your bonnyclapper foop. 101 

You fay (he's innocent ; but what of that ? 
'Tis more than crime fuiftcient that (he's fat : 
And that which is prevailing in this cafe 
Is, there's another cow to fill her place. IOJ 

And granting Mully to have milk in ftore, 
Yet ftill this other cow will give us more. 
She dies. — Stop here, my mufe ; forbear the reft ; 
And veil that grief which cannot be expreft. 





HENRY and EMMA, 

A POEM, 

UPON THE MODEL OP 
THE NUT-BROWN MAID.* 

BY MATTHEW PRIOR, ESQ^f 

TO CLOB. 

Thou, to whofe eyes I bend; at whofe command 
(Tho* low my voice, tho* artlefs be my hand) 
I take the (prightly reed, and fing, and play ; 
Carelefs of what the cenfring world may fay : 
Bright Cloe, object of my conflant vow, $ 

Wilt thou a while unbend thy ferious brow ? 
Wilt thou with, pleafure hear thy lover's {trains, 
And with one heav'nly fmile o'erpay his pains ? 
No longer (hall the Nut-brown Maid be old ; 
Tho' fince her youth three hundred years .have 

roll'd. 
At thy defire, fhe (hall again be rais'd ; 1 1 

And her reviving charms in lafting verfe be prais'd. 

* Sit tit "POBMI BY UNCUTA1N AuTHOM." 

f Born 1664; 4y e * x 1 %x% 
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No longer man of woman fhall complain, 
That he may love and not be lov'd again : 
That we in vain the fickle fex purine, 
Who change the conftant lover for the new. 
Whatever has been writ, whatever faid, 
Of female paffion feign'd, or faith decayed : 
Henceforth (hall in my verfe refuted (land, 
Be faid to winds, or writ upon the fand. 
And, while my notes to future times proclaim 
Unconquer'd love and ever-during flame ; 
O faireft of the fex ! be thou my Mufe : 
Deign on my work thy influence to diffufe : 
Let me partake the bleflings I rehearfe, 25 

And grant me love, the j nil reward of verfe. 

As beauty's potent queen, with ev'ry grace, 
That once was Emma's, has adorn'd thy face ; 
And as her fon has to my bofom dealt 
That conftant flame, which faithful Henry felt ; 3d 
O let the ftory with thy life agree : 
Let men once more the bright example fee ; 
What Emma was to him, be thou to me. 
Nor fend me by thy frown from her I love, 
Diftant and fad, a banifh'd man to rove. 35 

But oh ! with pity long-intreated crown 
My pains and hopes ; and, when thou fay'ft that one j 
Of all mankind thou lov'ft, oh ! think on me alone., 

vy here beauteous Ifis and her hufband Tame 
With mingPd waves, for ever flow, the fame, 40 



PRIOR, ISI 

In times of yore an ancient baron liv'd ; 

Great gifts beftow'd, and great refpett receiv'd. 

When dreadful Edward with fuccefsful care 
Led his free Britons to the Gallic war ; 
This lord had headed his appointed bands, 45 
In firm allegiance to the king's commands ; 
And (all due honors faithfully difcharg'd) 
Had brought back his paternal coat, inlarg'd 
With a new mark, the witnefs of his toil, 
And no inglorious part of foreign fpoil. 50 

From the loud camp retir'd and noify court, 
In honorable eafe and rural fport, 
The remnant of his days he fafely paft ; 
Nor found they lagg'd too flow, nor flew too fail. 
He made his wifh with his eftate comply, 55 

Joyful to live, yet not afraid to die. 

One child he had, a daughter chaft and fair, 
His age's comfort, and his fortune's heir. 
They call'd her Emma ; for the beauteous dame, 
Who gave the virgin birth, had born the name : 
The name th' indulgent father doubly lov'd ; 61 
For in the child the mothers charms improv'd. 
Yet, as when little, round his knees fhe play'd, 
He call'd her oft, in fport, his Nut~brownMaid 2 
The friends and tenants took the fondling word 
(As ftiU they pleafe, who imitate their lord) ; 66 
Ufage confirm'd what fancy had begun ; 
The mutual terms around the lands were known ; 
And Emma and tbt Nut-brown Maid were one. 
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As with her ftature, fHfl her charms encreisM* 
Thro 9 all the ifle her beauty was confefi'd. 7* 
Oh ! what perfe&kms muft that virgin ihare, 
Who faireft is efteem'd, where all are fair 1 
From diftant (hires repair the noble youth, 
And find report, for once, had leflenM troth. 75 
By wonder firft, and then by paffion movM, 
They came; they (aw; they manrelTd ; andth^y 

lov'd. 
By public praifes, and by fecret fighs, 
Each own'd the general power of Emma's eyes. 
In tilts and turnaments the valiant ftrove, 8<^ 

By glorious deeds to purchafe Emma's love. 
In gentle verfe, the witty told their flame, 
And grac'd their choiceft (bngs with Emma's name~ 
In vain they combated, in vain they writ : 
Ufelefs their ftrength, and impotent their wit. 85 
Great Venus only muft direct the dart, 
Which elfe will never reach the fair-one's heart, 
Spight of th' attempts of force, and foft efle&s 

art. 
Great Venus muft prefer the happy one : 
In Henry's caufe her favour muft be fhown : 
And Emma, of mankind, muft love but him alone. 

While thefe in public to the caftle came, 
And by their grandeur juftify'd their flame ; 
More fecret ways the careful Henry takes ; 
His fquires, his arms, and equipage forfakes : 95 





PRIOR. 153 

Tn borrow'd name and falfe attire array'd, 
IDft he finds means to fee the beauteous maicL 

When Emma hunts in huntfman's habit drcft, 
Henry on foot purfues the bounding bead. 
En his right hand his beechen pole he bears : 100 
-And graceful at his fide his horn he wears. 
Still to the glade, where (he has bent her way, 
"With knowing flrill he drives the future prey ; 
Uids her decline the hill, and fhun the brake ; 
And (hows the path her fteed may fafeft take ; 105 
Directs her fpear to fix the glorious wound ; 
Pleas'd, in his toils, to have her triumph crown' 
And blows her praifes with no common found. 

A falc'ner Henry is, when Emma hawks : 
With her of tarfels, and of lures he talks. no 
Upon his wriit the tow'ring merlin Hands, 
Pra&is'd to rife, and Hoop, at her commands. 
And when fuperior now the bird has flown, 
And headlong brought the tumbling quarry down ; 
With humble reverence he accofts the fair. 115 
And with the honor'd feather decks her hair. 
Yet ftill, as from the fportive field he goes, 
His downcaft eye reveals his inward woes ; 
And by his look and forrow is expreft, 
A nobler game purfued than bird or bead. 1 20 

A fhepherd now along the plain he roves ; 
And, with his jolly pipe, delights the groves. 
The neighb'ringfwains around the ftranger throng,. 
Or to admire or emulate his fong : 
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While, with foft forrow, he renews his lays, 125 

Nor heedful of their envy, nor their praife. 

But, foon as Emma's eyes adorn the plain, 

His notes he raifes to a nobler {train ; 

With dutiful refpeft, and ftudious fear, 

Left any carelefs found offend her ear. 130 

A frantick gipfey, now the houfe he haunts, 
And in wild phrafes, fpeaks difTembled wants. 
\ With the fond maids in palmiftry he deals : 
They tell the fecret firft, which he reveals : 
Says who (hall wed, and who (hall be beguil'd ; 
What groom (hall get, and fquire maintain the child 
But when bright Emma would her fortune know, 
A fofter look unbends his op'ning brow ; 
With trembling awe he gazes on her eye, 
And in foft accents forms the kind reply ; 140 
That fhe fhall prove as fortunate as fair, 
And Hymen's choiceft gifts are all referv'd for her. 

Now oft had Henry chang'd his fly difguife, 
Unmark'd by all but beauteous Emma's eyes ; 
Oft had found means alone to fee the dame, 145 
And at her feet to breath his am'rous flame ; 
And oft, the pangs of abfence to remove 
By letters, foft interpreters of love : 
Till time and induftry (the mighty two 
That bring our wifhes nearer to our view) 150 
Made him perceive, that the inclining fair 
Receiv'd his vows with no reludant ear ; 
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That Venus had confirm'd her equal reign, 

And dealt to Emma's heart a (hare of Henry's pain. 

While Cupid fmil'd, by kind occafion blefs'd, 
And, with the fecret kept, the love increas'd ; 
The amorous youth frequents the filent groves ; 
And much he meditates, for much he loves. 
He loves : 'tis true ; and is belov'd again : 
Great are his joys : but will they long remain ? 
Emma with fmiles receives his prefent flame ; 161 
But, fmiling, will (he ever be the fame ? 
Beautiful looks are rul'd by fickle minds ; 
And fummer feas are turn'd by fudden winds. 
Another love may gain her eafy youth : 165 

Time changes thought ; and flatt'ry conquers truth. 

O impotent eflate of human life ! 
Where hope and fear maintain eternal ftrife ; 
Where fleeting joy does lading doubt infpire ; 
And moil we queftion, what we moft defire. 1 70 
Amongft thy various gifts, great heav'n, bellow 
Our cup of love unmix'd ; forbear to throw 
Bitter ingredients in ; nor pall the draught 
With naufeous grief: for our ill-judging thought 
Hardly enjoys the pleafurable tafte ; 175, 

Or deems it not fmcere ; or fears it cannot lafh 

With wilhes rais'd, with jealoufies oppreft, 
(Alternate tyrants of the human breaft) 
By one great trial he refolves to prove 
The faith of woman, and the force of love. 1 80 
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If (canning Emma's virtues, he may find 
That beauteous frame inclofe a fteady mind, 
Hell fix his hope, of future joy fecure ; 
And live a flave to Hymen's happy pow*r. 
But if the fair one, as he fears, is frail ; 
If, pois'd aright in reafon's equal fcale, 
Light fly her merits, and her faults prevail ; 
His mind he vows to free from am'rous care, 
The latent mifchief from his heart to tear, 
Refume his azure arms, and fhine again in war. 

South of the cattle, in a verdant glade, 191 
A fpreading ' beech 9 extends her friendly (hade : 
Here oft the nymph his breathing vows had heard; 
Here oft her filence had her heart declar'd. 
As active fpring awak'd her infant buds, 195 

And genial life inform'd the verdant woods ; 
Henry, in knots involving Emma's name, 
Had half exprefs'd and half conceal'd his flame 
Upon the tree : and, as the tender mark 
Grew with the year, and widen'd with the bark, 
Venus had heard the virgin's foft addrefs, 201 
That, as the wound, the paffion might increafe. 
As potent nature tyed her kindly fhow'rs, 
And deck'd the various mead with op'ning flowers ; 
Upon this tree the nymph's obliging care 205 
Had left a frequent wreath for Henry's hair; 
Which as with gay delight the lover found, 
Pleas'd with his conqueft, with her prefent crown'd* 

V, 19a. beach* 
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lorious thro 9 all the plains he oft had gone, 
ad to each Twain the myftic honour fhown ; 
le gift ftill prais'd, the giver ftili unknown. 

His fecret note the troubled Henry writes ; 
:> the known tree the lovely maid invites : 
tperfeft words and dubious terms exprefs, 
lat unforefeen mifchance difturb'd his peace ; 
lat he muft fomething to her ear commend, 216 
a which her conduit, and his life depend. 

Soon as the fair-one had the note receiv'd, 
tie remnant of the day alone ihe griev'd : 
>r difPrent this from every former note, 220 
hich Venus di&ated, and Henry wrote ; 
hich told her all his future hopes were laid 
a the dear bofom of bis Nut-hrovm Mai J; 
liich always blefs'd her eyes, and own'd her 

pow'r ; 
nd bid her oft adieu, yet added more. 22 5 

ow night advanc'd. The houfe in fleep were laid : 
tie nurfe experienc'd, and the prying maid ; 
t lait that fprite, which does incefTant haunt 
tie lovers fleps, the ancient maiden aunt. 
i her dear Henry Emma wings her way, 230 
ith quicken'd pace repairing forc'd delay ; 
>r Love, fantailic power, that is afraid 
3 ftir abroad 'till watchfulnefs be laid, 
idaunted then, o'er cliffs and valleys ftrays, 
ad leads his vot'ries fafe thro' pathlefs ways. 
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Not Argus with bis hundred eyes (hall find 236 
Where Cupid goes ; tho* he, poor guide, is bfind. 

The maiden, firft arriving, fent her eye 
To afk, if yet its chief delight were nigh : 
With fear, and with defire, with joy and pain, 
She {ees, and runs to meet him on the plain. 141 
But oh ! his Heps proclaim no lover's hafte ; 
On the low ground his fix'd regards are caft ; 
His artful bofom heaves difTembl'd fighs ; 
And tears fuborn'd fall copious from his eyes. 245 

With eafe, alas ! we credit what we love : 
His painted grief does real forrow move 
In the affli&ed fair ; adown her cheek 
Trickling the genuine tears their current break; 
Attentive flood the mournful nymph : the man 
Broke filence firft : the tale alternate ran : 251 



HENRY. 



Sincere, O tell me, haft thou felt a pain, 
Emma, beyond what woman knows to feign ? 
Has thy uncertain bofom ever ftrove 
With the firft tumults of a real love ? 255 

Haft thou now dreaded, and now bleft his fway, 
By turns averfe, and joyful to obey ? 
Thy virgin foftnefs haft thou e'er bewail'd, 
As reafon yielded, and as love prevaii'd ? 
And wept the potent god's refiftlefs dart, 
His killing pleafure, his ecftatic fmart, 
And heav'nly poifon thrilling thro* thy heart ? 
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If fo, with pity view my wretched ftate ; 
At leaft deplore, and then forget my fate : 
To fome more happy knight referve thy charms, 
By fortune favour'd, and fuccefsful arms : 266 
And only, as the fun's revolving ray 
Brings back each year this melancholy day, 
Permit one figh, and fet apart one tear, 
To an abandoned exile's endlefs care. 270 

For me, alas ! out-cad of human race, 
Love's anger only waits, and dire difgrace ; 
For lo ! thefe hands in murther are imbru'd ; 
Thefe trembling feet by juflice are purfu'd: 
Fate calls aloud, and haftens me away ; 275 

A fhameful death attends my longer flay ; 

m 

And I this night muft fly from thee and love, 
Condemn'd in lonely woods, a banifh'd man to rove. 

EMMA. 

What is our blifs, that changeth with the moon ; 
And day of life, that darkens e'er 'tis noon ? 280 
What is true paflion, if unbleft it dies ? 
And where is Emma's joy, if Henry flies ? 
If love, alas ! be pain ; the pain I bear 
No thought can figure, and no tongue declare. 
Ne'er faithful woman felt, nor falfe one feign'd, 
The flames which long have in my bofom reign'd : 
The god of love himfelf inhabits there, 
With all his rage, and dread, and grief, and care, 
His complement of ftores, and total war. 
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O ! ceafe then coldly to fbfpcft my love; 290 
And let my deed, at leaft, my faith approve. 
Alas ! no youth (hall my endearments (hare; 
Nor day nor night fhall interrupt my care; 
No future ftory fhall with truth upbraid * 

The cold indifPrence of the Nut-brow* MaU: 
Nor to hard banifhment ihall Henry run ; 296 
While carelefs Emma fleeps on beds of down. 
View me refolv'd, where-e'er thou lead'ft, to go, 
Friend to thy pain, and partner of thy woe : 
For I atteft fair Venus* and her fon, % 300 
That I, of all mankind* will love but thee alone. 

HENRY. 

Let prudence yet obftrult thy vent'rous way ; 
And take good heed, what men will think and fay: 
That beauteous Emma vagrant courfes took; 
Her father's houfe and civil life forfook ; 305 
That, full of youthful blood, and fond of man* 
She to the wood-land with an exile ran. 
Reflect, that lefTen'd fame is ne'er regain'd ; 
And virgin honor once, is always ftain'd : 
Timely advis'd, the coming evil fhun : 310 

Better not do the deed, than weep it done. 
No penance can abfolve our guilty fame ; 
Nor tears, that wafh out fin, can wafh out fhame. 
Then fly the fad effects of defp'rate love ; 
And leave a baniih'd man through lonely woods to 
rove. 
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EMMA. 

Let Emma's haplefs cafe be falfely told 
By the rath young, or the ill-natur'd old : 
Let ev'ry tongue its various cenfures chufe ; 
Abfolve with coldnefs, or with fpight accufe : 
Fair Truth at laft her radiant beams will raife ; 
And malice vanquifh'd heightens virtue's praife. 
Let then thy favour but indulge my flight ; 
O ! let my prefence make thy travels light ; 
And potent Venus (hall exalt my name 
Above the rumours of cenforious Fame ; 325 

Nor from that bufie demon's reftlefs pow'r 
Will ever Emma other grace implore, 
Than that this truth mould to the world be known, 
That I, of all mankind, have lov'd but thee alone. 

HENRY. 

But canft thou wield the fword, and bend the bow ? 
With aftive force repel the flurdy foe ? 331 

When the loud tumult fpeaks the battel nigh, 
And winged deaths in whittling arrows fly ; 
Wilt thou, tho' wounded, yet undaunted flay, 
Perform thy part, and fhare the dangerous day ? 
Then, as thy ftrength decays, thy heart will fail, 
Thy limbs all trembling, and thy cheeks all pale; 
With fruitlefs forrow, thou, inglorious maid, 
Wilt weep thy fafety by thy love betray'd : 

Vol. I. L 
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Then to thy friend, by foes o'crchargM, deny 
Thy little ufelefs aid, and coward fly : 341 

Then wilt thou curfe the chance that made thee love 
A baniih'd man, condemn'd in lonely woods to rove. 

EMMA. 

With fatal certainty Thaleftris knew 
To fend the arrow from the twanging yew : 34} 
And, great in arms, and fbremoft in the war, 
Bonduca brandifh'd high the Britifh (pear. 
Could third of vengeance and defire of fame 
Excite the female breaft with martial flame r 
And (hall not loves diviner pow'r infpire 35* 
More hardy virtue, and more generous fire ? 

Near thee, raiftruft not, conftant 111 abide, 
And fall, or vanquifti, fighting by thy fide. 
Though my inferior ftrength may not allow, 
That I fhould bear or draw the warrior bow ; 355 
With ready hand, I will the {haft fupply, 
And joy to fee thy vidlor arrows fly. 
Touch'd in the battel by the hoftile reed, 
Should'ft thou (but Heav'n avert it!) fhoold'ft 

thou bleed ; 
To flop the wounds my fineft lawn I'd tear, 360 
Wafti them with tears, and wipe them with my 

hair: 
Blcft, when my dangers, and my toils, have (hown, 
That I, of all mankind, could love but thee alone. 
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HENRY. 

Bat canft thou, tender maid, canft thou fuftain 
Affli&ve want, or hunger's preffing pain ? 365 
Thofe limbs, in lawn and fofteft filk array'd, 
From fun-beams guarded, and of winds afraid ; 
Can they bear angry Jove ? Can they refift 
The parching dog-ftar, and the bleak north-eaft ? 
When, chill'd by adverfe fnows, and beating rain. 
We tread with weary fteps the longfome plain ; 
When with hard toil we feek our ev'ning food, 
Berries and acorns from the neighboring wood ; 
And find among the cliffs no other houfe, 
But the thin covert of fome gather'd boughs ; 375 
Wilt thou not then reluctant fend thine eye 
Around the dreary wafte ; and weeping try 
(Tho' then, alas ! that trial be too late) 
To find thy father's hofpitable gate, 
And feats, where Eafe and Plenty brooding fate ?. 
Thofe feats, whence long excluded thou mull mourn ; 
That gate, for ever barr'd to thy return : 
Wilt thou not then bewail ill-fated love, 
And hate a banifh'd man, condemned in woods to 
rove. 

EMMA. 

Thy rife of fortune did I only wed, 385 

From it's decline determin'd to recede ? 
Did I but purpofe to embark with thee 
On the finooth furface of a fummer's fea ; 
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While gentle Zephyrs play in profp'rous gales, 
And Fortune's favour fills the fwelling fails ; 390 
But would forfake the (hip, and make the fhore, 
When the winds whittle, and the tempefts roar? 
No, Henry, no t one facred oath has ty'd 
Our loves ; one deftiny our life (hall guide 
Nor wild, nor deep our common way divide. 

When from the cave thou rifeft with the day, 
To beat the woods, and roufe the bounding prey; 
The caVe with mofs and branches I'll adorn, 
And cheerful fit, to wait my lord's return : 
And, when thou frequent bring'ft the {mitten deer 
(For feldom, archers fay, thy arrows err), 401 
I'll fetch quick fuel from the neighb'ring wood, 
And flrike the fparkling flint, and drefs the food; 
With humble duty, and officious hafte, 
I'll cull the furtheft mead for thy repaft : 405 

The choiceft herbs I to thy board will bring ; 
And draw thy water from the frelheft fpring : 
And, when at night, with weary toil oppreft, 
Soft (lumbers thou enjoy 'ft, and wholefome reft ; 
Watchful I'll guard thee, and*lith midnight pray'r 
Weary the gods to keep thee in their care ; 41 1 
And joyous afk, at morn's returning ray, 
If thou haft health, and I may blefs the day. 
My thoughts (hall fix, my lateft wifh depend 
On thee, guide, guardian, kinfman, father, friend : 
By all thefe facred names be Henry known •> 

To Emma's heart : and grateful let him own, ( 
That (he, of all mankind, could love but him alone. J 
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HENRY. 

Vainly thou tell'ft me, what the woman's care 
Shall in the wildnefs of the wood prepare : 4 20 
Thou, ere thou goeft, unhappyeft of thy kind, 
Mull leave the habit and the fex behind. 
No longer mall thy comely treffes break 
In flowing ringlets on thy fnowy neck ; 
Or fit behind thy head, an ample round, 425 
In graceful ' braids' with various ribbon bound : 
No longer mall the boddice, aptly lac'd 
From thy full bofom to thy (lender * waift,' 
That air and harmony of ihape exprefs, 
Fine by degrees, and beautifully lefs : 430 

Nor mail thy lower garments artful pleat, 
From thy fair fide dependent to thy feet, 
Arm their chafte beauties with a modeft pride, 
And double ev'ry charm they feek to hide. 
Th* ambrofial plenty of thy mining hair, 435 
Cropt off and loft, fcarce lower than thy ear, 
Shall Hand uncouth : a horfeman's coat mall hide 
Thy taper fhape, and comelinefs of fide : 
The fhort trunk-hofe (hall ihew thy foot and knee 
Licentious, and to common eye-fight free : 440 

t 

And, with a bolder ftride, and loofer air, 
Mingl'd with men, a man thou muft appear. 

Nor folitude, nor gentle peace of mind, 
Miftaken maid, (halt thou in forefts find ; 

V* 426. breeds . V. 4*8. waftt. 
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Tis long fince Cynthia and her train were there; 
Or guardian gods made innocence their care. 446 
Vagrants and out-laws ihall offend thy view ; 
For fuch muft be my friends ; a hideous crew 
By adverfe fortune mix'd in focial in, 
Train'd to aflault, and difciplin'd to kill : 450 
Their common loves, a lewd abandon'd pack. 
The beadle's lafh 1H11 flagrant on their back : 
By floth corrupted, by diforder fed, 
Made bold by want, and profBtute for bread : 
With fuch muft Emma hunt the tedious day, 45$ 
Affift their violence, and divide their prey : 
With fuch (he muft return at fetting light, 
Tho' not partaker, witnefi of their night. 
Thy ear, inur'd to charitable founds, 
And pitying love, muft feel the hateful wounds 
Of jeft obfeene and vulgar ribaldry, 461 

The ill-bred queftion, and the lewd reply ; 
Brought by long habitude from bad to worfe, 
Muft hear the frequent oath, the direful curie, 
That lateft weapon of the wretches war, 465 

And blafphemy, fad comrade of defpair. 

Now, Emma, now the laft reflection make, 
What thou would'ft follow, what thou muft fbrfake ; 
By our ill-omen'd ftars, and adverfe heav'n, 
No middle object to thy choice is given. 470 

Or yield thy virtue, to attain thy love ; 
Or leave a banifh'd man, condemned in woods t» 
rove. 
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EMMA. 

O grief of heart ! that our unhappy fates 
Force thee to fuffer what thy honour hates : 
Mix thee amongft the bad ; or make thee run 
Too near the paths which virtue bids thee ftiun. 
Yet with her Henry (till let Emma go ; 
With him abhor the vice, but {hare the woe : 
And Aire my little heart can never err 
Amidft the word ; if Henry Hill be there. 480 

Our outward a& is prompted from within ; 
And from the finner's mind proceeds the fin : 
By her own choice free Virtue is approv'd ; 
Nor by the force of outward obje&s mov'd. 
Who has aflay'd no danger, gains no praife. 485 
In a (mall ifle, amidft the wideft feas, 
Triumphant Conftancy has fix'd her feat : 
In vain the fyrens fing, the tempefts beat : 
Their flattery fhe rejects, nor fears their threat. 

For thee alone thefe little charms I dreft ; 490 
Condemned them, or abfolv'd them by thy tell. 
In comely figure rang'd, my jewels (hone, 
Or negligently plac'd, for thee alone : 
For thee again they (hall be laid afide ; 
The woman, Henry, (hall put off her pride 495 
For thee : my cloaths, my fex, exchang'd for thee,* 
I'll mingle with the people's wretched lee ; 
O line extreme of human infamy ! 

■ 
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Wanting the fciffars, with thefe hands PH tear 
(If that obftru&s my flight) this load of hair. 500 
Black foot, or yellow walnut fhall difgrace 
This little red and white of Emma's race. 
Thefe nails with fcratches fhall deform mybreaft,' 
Left by my look, or color be exprefs'd 
The mark of ' aught 9 high-born, or ever better 
drefs'd. J 

Yet in this commerce, under this difguife, 506 
Let me be grateful ftill in Henryjs eyes ; 
Loft to the world, let me to him be known : ■) 
My rate I can abfolve ; if he fhall own, > 

That, leaving all mankind, I love but him alone.J 

HENRY. 

O wildeft thought of an abandoned mind ! 51* 
Name, habit, parents, woman, left behind, 
Ev'n honour dubious, thou preferr'ft to go 
Wild to the woods with me : faid Emma fb ? 
Or did I dream what Emma never faid ? 51 J 

O guilty error ! and O wretched maid ! 
Whofe roving fancy would refolve the fame 
With him, who next mould tempt her eafie fame 
And blow with empty words the fufceptible flame. 
Now why mould doubtful terms thy mind perplex ? 
Confefs thy frailty, and avow thy fex: 521 

No longer loofe defire for conftant love 
Miftake ; but fay, 'tis man with whom thou loflg'A 
to rove. 

V.50§. ought. 
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EMMA. 

Are there not poifons, racks, and flames, and 
fwords; 
That Emma thus muft die by Henry's words ? 525 
Yet what could fwords or poifon, racks or flame/ 
But mangle and disjoint this brittle frame ? 
More fatal Henry's words ; they murder Emma's 1 
fame. 

And fall thefe fayings from that gentle tongue, 
Where civil fpeech and foft perfuafion hung ; 530 
Whofe artful fweetnefs and harmonious drain, 
Courting my grace, yet courting it in vain, 
Call'd fighs, and tears, and wifhes, to its aid ; 
And, whilft it Henry's glowing flame convey'd, 
Still blam'd the coldnefs of the Nut-brown Maidf_ 

Let envious jealoufie and canker'd fpight 
Produce my aftions to fevereft light, 
And tax my open day, or fecret night. 
Did e'er my tongue fpeak my unguarded heart 
The leaft inclin'd to play the wanton's part ? 540 
Did e'er my eye one inward thought reveal, 
Which angels might not hear, and virgins tell ? 
And haft thou, Henry, in my conduit known 
One fault, but that which I muft never own, 
That I, of all mankind, have lov'd'but thee 
alone. 
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HENRY. 

Vainly thou talk'ft of loving me alone : 546 
Each man is man ; and all our fex is one. 
Falfe are our words, and fickle is our mind : 
Nor in Loves ritual can we ever find 
Vows made to laft, or promifes to bind. 

By nature prompted, and for empire made, 
Alike by ftrength or cunning we invade : 
When, arm'd with rage, we march againft the foe. 
We lift the battel-ax, and draw the bow : 
When, fir'd with pa (Hon, we attack the fair, 555 
Delufive fighs and brittle vows we bear : 
Our falfhood and our arms have equal ufe ; 
As they our conqueft, or delight produce. 

The foolifti heart thou gav'ft, again receive, 
The only boon departing love can give. 560 

To be lefs wretched, be no longer true ; 
What drives to fly thee, why fhould'ft thou purfue ? 
Forget thy prefent flame, indulge a new. 
Single the lovelieft of the am'rous youth ; 
Afk for his vow ; but hope not for his truth. 565 
The next man (and the next thou (halt believe) 
Will pawn his gods, intending to deceive ; 
Will kneel, implore, perfift, o'ercome, and leave.. 
Hence let thy Cupid aim his arrows right ; 
Be wife and falfe, ihun trouble, feek delight ; 
Change thou the firft, nor wait thy lovers flight. 
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Why mould'ft thou weep ? let Nature judge our 
cafe; 
I faw thee young and fair ; purfu'd the chafe 
Of youth and beauty : I another faw 
Fairer and younger : yielding to the law 575 
Of our all-ruling mother, I purfu'd 
More youth, more beauty : bleft viciffitude ! 
My active heart fiill keeps its priftine flame ; 
The object alter 'd, the defire the fame. 

This younger fairer pleads her rightful charms ; 
With prefent power compels me to her arms. 581 
And much I fear, from my fubje&ed mind 
(If beauty's force to conftant love can bind), 
That years may roll, ere in her turn the maid 
Shall weep the fury of my love decay'd ; 585 
And weeping follow me, as thou doft now, 
With idle clamours of a broken vow. 

Nor can the wildnefs of thy wifhes err 
So wide, to hope that thou may'ft live with her. 
Love, well thou know'ft, no partnerfhip allows : 
Cupid averfe rejects divided vows : 591 

Then from thy fbolilh heart, vain maid, remove" 
An ufelefs forrow, and an ill-ftarr'd love ; 
And leave me, with the fair, at large in woods ' 
to rove. 

EMMA. 

Are we in life through one great error led ? 
Is each man perjur'd, and each nymph betray *d £ 
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Of the fuperior fcx art thou the worft ? 
Am I of mine the moft compleatly curft ? 
Yet let me go with thee ; and going prove, 
From what I will endure, how much I love. 600 

This potent beauty, this triumphant fair, 
This happy objefl of our difPrent care, 
Her let me follow ; her let me attend, 
A fervant : ((he may fcorn the name of friend.) 
What (he demands, inceflant I'll prepare : 605 
I'll weave her garlands ; and I'll pleat her hair: 
My bufie diligence {hall deck her board ; 
( For there at leaft I may approach my lord) ; 
And, when her Henry's fofter hours advife 
His fervants abfence, with deje&ed eyes 
Far I'll recede, and fighs forbid to rife. 

Yet, when increafing grief brings flow difeafe ; 
And ebbing life, on terms fevere as thefe, 
Will have its little lamp no longer fed ; 
When Henry's miftrefs fhows him Emma dead ; 
Refcue my poor remains from vile negledt : 616 
With virgin honours let my hearfe be deckt, 
And decent emblem ; and at leaft perfuade 
This happy nymph, that Emma may be laid 
Where thou, dear author of my death, where fhe, 
With frequent eye my fepulchre may fee. 621 
The nymph amidft her joys may haply breath 
One pious figh, reflecting on my death, 
And the fad fate which fhe may one day prove, 
Who hopes from Henry's vows eternal love. 625 
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And thou forfworn, thou cruel, as thou art, 

If Emma's image ever touch'd thy heart ; 

Thou fure muft give one thought, and drop one tear, 

To her, whom love abandon'd to defpair ; 

To her, who, dying, on the wounded ftone 

Bid it in lafting characters be known, 

That, of mankind, (he lov'd but thee alone, 

' HENRY. 

Hear, folemn Jove ; and confcious Venus, hear ; 
And thou, bright maid, believe me, whilit I fwear ; 
No time, no change, no future flame, (hall move 
The well-plac'd bafis of my lafting love. 636 

O powerful virtue ! O victorious fair ! 
At leaft excufe a tryal too fevere : 
Receive the triumph, and forget the war. 

No banifh'd man, condemn'd in woods to rove, 
Intreats thy pardon, and implores thy love : 641 
No perjur'd knight defires to quit thy arms, 
Faireft collection of thy fexes charms, 
Crown of my love, and honour of my youth : 
Henry, thy Henry, with eternal truth, 645 

As thou may'ft wifh, fhall all his life imploy, 
And found his glory in his Emma's joy. 

In me behold the potent Edgar's heir, 
Jlluftrious earl : him terrible in war 
Let Loyre confefs ; for fhe has felt his fword, 650 
And trembling fled before the Britifh lord. 
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Km great m pace and wealth fair Deva knows; 
For ibe anridft his (parinro meadows flows ; 
Turfing* her am upon his fattened lands; 
And lees his nam'roas herd imprint her (anas. 

And thou, my fair, my dove, fhalt raife Ay 
thought 
To greatnefs next to empire ; (halt be brought 
With fblemn pomp to my paternal (eat ; 
Where peace and plenty on thy word (hall wait. 
Mafic and (bag (hall wake the marriage-day : -j 
And, whilft the priefb accufe the bride's delay, I 
Myrdes and rofes (hall obftroft her way. J 

Friendfhip (hall (till thy evening feafb adorn ; 
And blooming peace (hall ever blefs thy morn. 
Succeeding years their happy race (hall ran ; 665 
And Age unheeded by delight come on ; 
While yet fuperior Love (hall mock his pow*r ; 
And when old Time (hall turn the fated hour, 
Which only can our well-ty'd knot unfold ; 
What reds of both, one fepulchre (hall hold. 670 

Hence then for ever from my Emma's bread 
(That heav'n of foftnefs, and that feat of reft) 
Ye doubts and fears, and all that know to move" 
Tormenting grief, and all that trouble love, 
Scatcer'd by winds recede, and wild in fbrefts' 
rove. 
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EMMA. 

O day the faireft Aire that ever rofe I 
Period and end of anxious Emma's woes ! 
Sire of her joy, and fource of her delight ; 
O ! wing'd with pleafure take thy happy flight, 
And give each future morn a tinfture of thy white.. 
Yet tell thy votary, potent queen of love, 681 
Henry, my Henry, will he never rove ? 
Will he be ever kind, and juft, and good ? 
And is there then no miilrefs in the wood ? 
None, none there is ; the thought was rafh and 

vain; 
A falfe idea, and a fancy'd pain. 686 

Doubt (hall for ever quit my ftrengthen'd heart, 
And anxious jealoufie's corroding fmart ; 
No other inmate (hall inhabit there, 
But foft Belief, young Joy, and pleafing Care. 

Hence let the tides of plenty ebb and flow, 
And Fortune's various gale unheeded blow. 
If at my feet the fuppliant goddefs (lands, 
And (beds her treafure with unweary'd hands ; 
Her prefent favor cautious Til embrace, 695 

And not unthankful ufe the profFer'd grace ; 
If (he reclaims the temporary boon, 
And tries her pinions, flutt'ring to be gone ; 
Secure of mind 111 obviate her intent, 
And unconcem'd return the goods (he lent. 700 
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From amr cum of" her fzzta&K vkttl: 
Frieadfhip'j great ban, and lore 7 ! 
Mai mark the coknr of «y fatacc 
From the erects which thy comanads create 
I ma£ my bkfEsgs or my fbrran dale ; 
And Henry's wiH moft dicbue Emma's £ttc 

Yet while with c!ofe deEgat and inward pride 
(Which from the world my carend toed flnfl hide) 
I fee thee, lord and end of my deSre, 710 

Exalted high as virtue can require ; 
With power inve^ed, and wfch pkafine chear'd; 
Sought by the good, by the oppreftbr fearM ; 
Loaded and bled with ail the afEnent fore, 
Which human vows at fmoaking fhrines implore; 
Grateful and humble grant me to employ 716 
My life, fubfervient only to thy joy ; 
And at my death to bbfs thy kindnefs mown 
To her, who of mankind could love but thee alone. 

W h i l e thus the connant pair alternate (aid, 
Joyful above them and around them play'd 721 
Angels and fportive Loves, a numerous crowd ; 
Smiling they clapt their wings, and low they bowM : 
They tumbled all their little quivers o'er, 
To chufe propitious fhafts ; a precious ftore : 725 
That, when their god mould take his future darts* 
To Urike (however rarely) conllant hearts* 



PRIOR. 177 

Ms happy (kill might proper arms imploy, 
-All tipt with pleafure, and all wing'd with joy : 
-And thofe, they vow'd, whofe lives fhould imitate 
Theft lovers conftancy, mould (hare their fate. 

The queen of beauty ftopt her bridled doves ; 
Approv'd the little labour of the Loves ; 
Was proud and pleas'd the mutual vow to hear ; 
And to the triumph call'd the god of war : 
Soon as (he calls, the god is always near. 

Now, Mars, (he faid, let Fame exalt her voice ; 
Nor let thy conquefts only be her choice : 
But when (he (ings great Edward from the field 
Return'd, the hoftile fpear and captive fhicld 
In Concord's temple hung, and Gallia taught to 

yield ; 

And when, as prudent Saturn (hall compleat ^ 
The years defign'd to perfeft Britain's ftate, 
The fwift-wing'd pow'r (hall take her trump again, 
To fing her fav'rite Anna's wond'rous reign ; 
To recoiled unweary'd Marlbro's toils, 746 

Old Rufus' hall unequal to his fpoils ; 
The Britifti foldier from his high command 
Glorious, and Gaul thrice vanquifh'd by his hand : 
Let her at lead perform what I defire ; 750 

With fecond breath the vocal brafs infpire, 
And tell the nations, in no vulgar (train* 
What wars I manage, and what wreaths I gain. 

Vol. I. M 
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And, when thy tamuhs and thy fights are psi; 
And when thy laurels at my feet are caft; 755 
Faithful may'ft thou, like Biitilh Henry, prove: 
And, Emma-like, let me return thy km. 

Renown'd for troth, let all thy fons appear; 
And conftant Beauty (hall reward their care. 

Mars (mil'd, and bowM : die Cyprian deity 
Tnrn'd to the glorious ruler of the iky ; 760 

And thou, (he failing laid, great god of days 
And verfe, behold my deed, and fing my praue; 
As on the Bridfh earth, my fav'rite ifle, 
Thy gentle rays and kindeft influence (mile, 76$ 
Through all her laughing fields and verdant groves, 
Proclaim with joy thofe memorable loves : 
From every annual courfe let one great day 
To celebrated (ports and floral play 
Be fet afide ; and, in the fofteft lays 77a 

Of thy poetic fons, be folemn prahe, 
And everlafting marks of honour paid 
To the true Lo*ver 9 and the Nut^bnosn 
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TO A YOUNG GENTLEMAN IN LOVE 

A TALE. 
BY THE SAME. 

From public noife, and factious ftrife, 
From all the bufy ills of life, 
Take me, my Celia, to thy breaft ; 
And lull my wearied foul to reft. 
For ever, in this humble cell, 5 

Let thee and I, my fair one, dwell ; 
None enter elfe, but Love — and he 
Shall bar the door, and keep the key. 

To painted roofs, and mining fpires, 
(Uneafie feats of high defires) 10 

Let the unthinking many croud. 
That dare be covetous and proud : 
In golden bondage let them wait, 
And barter happinefs for (late. 
But oh ! my Celia, when thy fwain 15 
Defires to fee a court again, 
May heav'n around his deftin'd head 
The choiceft of its curfes fhed ! 

M 2 
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To rum op all the rage of fate 
In the two things I dread and hate, 
May'ft thou be falfe, and I be great 1 

Thus, on his Celia's panting breaft, 
Fond Celadon his fool expreft ; 
While with delight the lovely maid 
Received the vows, flic thus repaid : 2 $ 

Hope of my age, joy of my youth, 
Bleft miracle of love and troth ; 
All that could e'er be counted mine, 
My love and life, long fince are thine : 
A real joy I never knew, 30 

Till I believ'd thy paffion true : 
A real grief I ne'er can find. 
Till thou prov'ft perjurM, or unkind. 
Contempt, and poverty, and care, 
All we abhor, and all we fear, 
Fleft with thy prefence, I can bear. 
Thro* waters and thro* flames 1*11 go, 
SufPrer and folace of thy woe : 
Trace me fome yet unheard-of way, 
That I thy ardour may repay ; 40 

And make my conftant paflion known. 
By more than woman yet has done. 

Had I a wifli that did not bear 
The ftamp and image of my dear ; 
I'd pierce my heart through ev'ry vein, 
And die, to let it out again. 46 
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No : Venus (hall my witnefc be, 
(If Venus ever lov'd like me) 
That for one hour I would not quit 
My fhepherd's arms, and this retreat, 50 
To be the Perfian monarch's bride, 
Partner of all his pow'r and pride ; 
Or rule in regal ftate above, 
Mother of Gods, and wife of Jove. 

O happy tbefe of human race ! 
But foon, alas ! our pleafures pafs. 56 
He thank'd her on his bended knee ; 
Then drank a quart of milk and tea ; 
And, leaving her ador'd embrace, 
Haften'd to court to beg a place. 60 
While me, his abfence to bemoan, 
The very moment he was gone, 
CalPd Thyrfis from beneath the bed ! 
Where all this time he had been hid. 

MORAL. 

\nr h 1 l b men have thefe ambitious fancies ; 
And wanton wenches read romances ; 
Our fex will — What? Out with it. Lie; 
And their's in equal ftrains reply. 
The moral of the tale I fing 
(A pofy for a wedding-ring) 70 

In this fhort verfe will be confin'd : 
Love is a jeft ; and vows are wind. 

M 3 
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THE GARLAND. 

BY THE SAME. 
I. 

1 h e pride of every grove I chofe, 

The violet fweet, and lilly fair, 
The dappl'd pink, and blufhing rofe, 
To deck my charming Cloe's hair. 

II. 

At morn the nymph vouchfaft to place 5 
Upon her brow the various wreath ; 

The flow'rs lefs blooming than her face, 
The fcent lefs fragrant than her breath. 

III. 

The flow'rs fhe wore along the day : 

And ev'ry nymph and fhepherd faid, 10 

That in her hair they lookt more gay 
Than glowing in their native bed. 

IV. 

Undreft at evening, when fhe found 
Their odours loft, their colours pall ; 

She chang'd her look, and on the ground 
Her garland and her eye fhe call. 16 
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V. 

That eye dropt fenfe diftintt and clear, 
As any Mufe's tongue could fpeak, 

When from its lid a pearly tear 

Ran trickling down her beauteous cheek. 

VI. 

Diflembling what I knew too well, 21 

My love, my life, faid I, explain 

This change of humour : pr'ythee tell : 
That falling tear — what does it mean ? 

VII. 
She figh'd ; (he fmil'd : and to the flow'rs 

Pointing, the lovely moralift faid ; 26 
See ! friend, in fome few fleeting hours, 

See yonder, what a change is made ! 

VIII. 
Ah me ! the blooming pride of May, 

And that of beauty, are but one : 30 

At morn both flourifti bright and gay ; 

Both fade at evening, pale, and gone, 

IX. 
At dawn poor Stella dane'd and fung ; 

The am'rous youth around her bow'd ; 
At night her fatal knell was rung ; 35 

{ few, and kifs'd her in her fhrowd. 

M 4 
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X. 

Such as (he is, who dy'd to-day ; 

Such I, alas ! may be to-morrow : 
Go, Damon, bid thy Mufe difplay 

The juftice of thy Cloe's forrow. 40 






A LOVER'S ANGER. 

BY THE SAME. 

As Cloe came into the room t'other day, 
I peevifh began ; Where fo long could you ftay ? 
In your life-time you never regarded your hour: 
You promis'd at two ; and (pray look, child) 'tis 

four. 
A lady's watch needs neither figures nor wheels ; 5 
'Tis enough, that 'tis loaded with baubles and feals. 
A temper fo heedlefs no mortal can bear — 
Thus far I went on with a refolute air. 

Lord blefs me ! faid (he ; let a body but fpeak : 
Here's an ugly hard rofe-bud fall'n into my neck : 

m 

It has hurt me, and vext me to fuch a degree- 
See here ! for you never believe me ; pray fee, 
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On the left fide my breaft, what a mark it had made !' 
So faying, her bofom (he carelefs difplay'd. 
That feat of delight I with wonder furvey'd ; 
And forgot ev'ry word I deiign'd to have (aid. 






MERRY ANDREW. 

t 
BY THE SAME. 

S ly Merry Andrew, the laft Southwark-fair -j 
(At Barthol'mew he did not much appear, I 

So pee villi was the'edicl: of the may'r) ; J 

At Southwark therefore, as his tricks he fhow'd, 
To pleafe our mailers, and his friends the croud ; 
A huge neats-tongue he in his right-hand held, 6 
His left was with a good black-pudding filTd. 
With a grave look, in this odd equipage, 
The clownifh mimic traverfes the ftage. 
Why how now, Andrew ! cries his brother droll ; 
To-days conceit, methinks, is fomething dull : 
Come on, fir, to our worthy friends explain, 
What does your emblematic worihip mean ? 
Quoth Andrew, honed Englifh let us fpeak : 
Your emble- (what d'ye call 't) is heathen Greek. 



1 86 PRIOR. 

To tongue or podding thou haft no pretence : 
Learning thy talent is ; bat mine is (feme. 
That bufie fool I was, which thou art now ; 
Defirous to correct, not knowing how ; 
With very good defign, but little wit, : 

Blaming or praifing things, as I thought fit. 
I for this conduit had what I deferv'd ; 
And, dealing honeftly, was almoft ftarv'd. 
But, thanks to my indulgent ftars, I eat ; 
Since I have found the fecret to be great. 
O, deareft Andrew, fays the humble droll, 
Henceforth may I obey, and thou controU ; 
Provided thou impart thy ufeful (kill. 
Bow then, fays Andrew ; and, for once, I will.-<- 
Be of your patrons mind, whate'er he (ays ; 30 
Sleep very much ; think little ; and talk lels : 
Mind neither good nor bad, nor right nor wrong ; 
But eat your pudding, (lave ; and hold your tongue* 

A reverend prelate flopt his coach and fix, 
To laugh a little at our Andrew's tricks : 35 

But, when he heard him give this golden rule, 
Drive on (he cry'd) ; this fellow is no fool. 
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A RKA30NABLE AFFLICTION. 



Ok his death-bed poor Lubin lie* : 

His fpoufe is in defpair : 
With frequent fobs, and mutual cries, 

They both exprefs their care. 

A diff rent caufe, fays paribn Sly, 
The fame effect may give : 

Poor Lubin fears, that he {hall die ; 
His wife, that he may live. 




OCCASIONED BY VERSES SENT TO Tfll 
AUTHOR IN HIS RETIREMENT, BT 
MRS. ELIZABETH HIGGONS. 

WRITTEN IN T£B YEAR 169O. 
BY GEO. GRANVILLE, LORD LAN SDOWME.* 

C e a s e , tempting Siren, ceafe thy flattering ftrain, 
Sweet is thy charming fong, but fang in vain : 
When the winds blow, and loud the tempefb roar, 
What fool would truft the waves, and quit the (here ? 
Early, and vain, into the world I came, 5 

Big with falfe hopes, and eager after fame ; 
Till looking round me, ere the race began, 
Madmen, and ^ giddy fools were all that ran : 
Reclaimed betimes, I from the lifts retire, 
And thank the gods ' who' my retreat infpire. 10 
In happier times our anceitors were bred, 
When virtue was the only path to tread : 
Give me, ye gods ! but the fame road to fame, 
Whate'er my fathers dar'd, I dare the fame. 
Chang'd is the fcene, fome baneful planet rules 
An impious world, contriv'd for knaves and fools. 

* Born 1667; dyed 1735. 
V. 10. whom. 
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Look now around, and with impartial eyes 
Consider, and examine all who rife ; 
Weigh well their anions, and their treach'rous ends, 
How greatnefs grows, and by what fteps afcends ; 
What murders, treafons, perjuries, deceit; 21 
How many cruihM, to make one monfter great. 
Would you command ? Have Fortune in your pow'r ? 
Hug when you flab, and (mile when you devour ? 
Be bloody, falfe, flatter, fbrfwear, and lye, 25 
Turn pander, pathick, parafite, or fpy ; 
Such thriving arts may your wiih'd purpofe bring, 
A minifter at leaft, perhaps a king. 

Fortune we moil unjuftly partial call, 
A miilrefs free, who bids alike to all ; 30 

But on fuch terms as only fuit the bafe, 
Honour denies and fhuns the foul embrace. 
The honeft man, who flarves and is undone, 
Not Fortune, but his vertue keeps him down. 
Had Cato bent beneath the conq'ring caufe, 35 
He might have liv'd to give new fenates laws ; 
But on vile terms difdaining to be great, 
He perifti'd by his choice, and not his fate. 
Honours and life, th' ufurper bids, and all 
That vain mifiakcn men Good-fortune call, 40 
Virtue forbids, and fets before his eyes 
An honeft death, which he accepts, and dies : 
O glorious refolution ! noble pride ! 
More nonour'd, than the tyrant liv'd, he dy'd ; 
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More lov'd, more prais'd, more envy'd in his doom, 
Than Caefar trampling on the rights of Rome. 46 
The virtuous nothing fear, but life with fhame, 
And death's a pleafant road that leads to fame. 

On bones, and fcraps of dogs let me be fed, 
My limbs uncover'd, and expos'd my head 
To bleakeft colds, a kennel be my bed. 
This, and all other martyrdom for thee, 
Seems glorious, all, thrice beauteous Honefty ! 
Judge me, ye pow'rs ! Let Fortune tempt or frown, 
I ftand prepar'd, my honour is my own. 55 

Ye great difturbers, who in endlefs noife, 
In blood and rapine feek unnatural joys ; 
For what is all this buftle but to (hun 
Thofe thoughts with which you dare not be alone ? 
As men in mifery, oppreft with care, 60 

Seek in the rage of wine to drown defpair. 
Let others fight, and eat their bread in blood, 
Regardlefs if the caufe be bad or good ; 
Or cringe in courts, depending on the nods 
Of ftrutting pygmies who would pafs for gods. 
For me, unpra&is'd in the courtiers fchool, 66 
Who loath a knave, and tremble at a fool ; 
Who honour gen'rous Wycherly oppreft, 
Pofleft of little, worthy of the bell, 
Rich in himfelf, in virtue that outfhines 7* 

All but the fame of his immortal lines ; 
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More than the wealthieft lord> who helps to drain 
The famiuYd land, and rouls in impious gain ; 
What can I hope in courts ? Or how fucceed ? 
Tygers and wolves (hall in the ocean breed, 
The whale and dolphin fatten on the meed, 
And every element exchange its kind, 
Ere thriving honelty in courts we find. 

Happy the man, of mortals happiefl he, 
Whofe quiet mind from vain defires is free ; 80 
Whom neither hopes deceive, nor fears torment, 
But lives at peace, within himfelf content ; 
In thought or. alt, accountable to none, 
But to himfelf, and to the gods alone : 
O fweetnefs of content ! Seraphick joy ! 85 

Which nothing wants, and nothing can deftroy. 

Where dwells this peace, this freedom of the 
mind? 
Where, but in (hades remote from human kind ; 
In flow'ry vales, where nymphs and fhepherdt 

meet, 
But never comes within the palace gate. 90 

Farewell then cities, courts, and camps, farewell, 
Welcome, ye groves, here let me ever dwell, t 
From cares, from bufinefs, and mankind remove, 
All but the Mufes, and infpiring Love : 
How fweet the morn ! how gentle is the night ! 
How calm the ev'ning ! and the day how bright I 
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hence, as from a hill, I view below 
world, a mighty wood in (how, 
licTcral wand'rers travel day and night 
Br diiexent paths, and none are in the right. 




BAUCIS and PHILEMON. 

IMITATED, FROM THE EIGHTH BOOK 

OF OVID. 

written, i706. 

1y jonathan swift, d. d. 
dean of st. Patrick's, Dublin.* 

1 n ancient times, as dory tells, 
The faints would often leave their cells. 
And ftrole about, but hide their quality, 
To try good people's hofpitality. 

It happen'd on a winter-night, 5 

As authors of the legend write, 
Two brother-hermits, faints by trade. 
Taking their tour in mafquerade, 
Difguis'd in tatter'd habits went 
To a (mall village down in Kent ; 10 

Where, in the ftrolers canting (train, 
They beg'd from door to door in vain, 

• Bom 1667 ; dyed 1745, 

Vofc. L N 
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Try M every tone might pity win ; 
But not a foul would let them in. 

Our wand'ring faints, in wofal ftate, 15 
Treated at this ungodly rate, 
Having through all the village p&fs'd, 
To a fmall cottage came at laft, 
Where dwelt a good old honeft yeoman, 
Call'd in the neigbourhood Philemon. 20 
Who kindly did thefe faints invite 
In his poor hut to pafs the night : 
And then the hofpitable fire 
Bid goody Baucis mend the fire ; 
While he from out the chimney took 25 

A flitch of bacon off the hook, 
And freely from the fatteft fide 
Cut out large dices to be fry'd : 
Then ftepp'd afide to fetch 'em drink, 
Fill'd a large jug up to the brink, 3© 

And faw it fairly twice go round ; 
Yet (what is wonderful) they found 
'Twas ftill replenifti'd to the top, 
As if they not had toucht a drop. 
The good old couple were amaz'd, 35 

And often on each other gaz'd ; 
For both were frighten'd to the heart, 
And juft began to cry, — What art ? 
Then foftly turn'd afide to view 
Whether the lights were burning blue. 46 
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The gentle pilgrims, foon aware on't, 

Told them their calling, and their errant : 

Good folks, you need not be afraid, 

We are but faints, the hermits faid ; 

No hurt mall come to you or yours ; 45 

But for that pack of churlifh boors, 

Not fit to live on Chriftian ground, 

They and their houfes fhall be drown'd : 

Whilft you mail fee your cottage rife, 

And grow a church before your eyes. 50 

They fcarce had fpoke* when fair and foft 
The roof began to mount aloft ; 
Aloft rofe ev'ry beam and rafter, 
The heavy wall climb'd flowly after. 

The chimney widen'd, and grew higher, 
Became a fteeple with a fpire. 56 

The kettle to the top was hoift, 
And there flood faft'ned to a joift ; 
But with the upfide down to mew 
Its inclination for below : 60 

In vain ; for a iuperior force 
Apply'd at bottom flops its courfe : 
DoonVd ever in fufpence to dwell, 
'Tis now no kettle, but a bell. 

A wooden jack, which had almoft 65 

Loft, by difufe, the art to road, 

N 2 
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A fudden alteration feels, 

Increas'd by new inteftine wheels ; 

And, what exalts the wonder more, 

The number made the motion flowV. JO 

The ftyer, tho't had leaden feet, 

Tarn'd round (o quick, you icarce conM fce*tj 

But, flacken'd by fome fccret power, 

Now hardly moves an inch an hour. 

The jack and chimney, near allyM, 75 

Had never left each other's fide ; 

The chimney to a fteeple grown, 

The jack would not be left alone, 

But, up againft the fteeple reared, 

Became a clock, and frill adherM : 80 

And 1H11 its love to houfhold-cares, 

By a (hrill voice at noon, declares ; 

Warning the cook-maid not to barn 

That road-meat which it cannot turn. 

The groaning chair began to crawl, 8$ 
Like an huge (hail, along the wall ; 
There ftuck aloft, in publick view, 
And, with (mail change, a pulpit grew. 

The porringers, that in a row 
Hung high, and made a glitt'ring {how, 90 
To a lefs noble fubftance chang'd, 
Were now but leathern buckets rang'd. 
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The ballads, parted on the wall, 
Of Joan of France, and Englijb Moll, 
Fair Rofamond, and Robin Hood, 95 

The little children in the wood, 
Now feem'd to look abundance better. 
Improved in pi&ure, fize, and letter ; 
And, high in order plac'd, defcribe 
The heraldry of ev'ry tribe. • 100 

A bedftead of the antique mode, 
Compadt of timber many a load, 
Such as our anceftors did ufe, 
Was metamorphos'd into pews ; 
Which (till their ancient nature keep, 105 
By lodging folks difpos'd to deep. 

The cottage by fuch feats as thefe 
Grown to a church by juft degrees, 
The hermits then defiVd their hoft 
To aflc for what he fancy'd moil. 1 10 

Philemon having paus'd a while, 
Returned 'em thanks in homely (tile; 
Then faid, My houfe is grown fo fine, 
Methinks, I (till would call it mine, 
I'm old, and fain wou'd live at eafe ; 115 
Make me the parfon, if you pleafe. 

• " Of the twelve tribes of Ifraet, which in country 
ahurcbe* are/ometlmes diftlnguljbed by the enfignt approbri* 
ted to them by Jacob on his deathbed." 
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He (poke, and prefently he feels 
His grazier's coat fall down his heels ; 
He fees, yet hardly can believe* 
About each arm a padding-fleeve ; ia* 

His waflcoat to a caflbck grew, 
And both aftum'd a fable hue ; 
But, being old, continued juft 
As thread-bare, and as full of dull. 
His talk was now of tythes and dues : 12J 
He fmok'd his pipe, and read the news ; 
Knew how to preach old fermons next, 
Vampt in the preface and the text ; 
At chriflnings well could aft his part, 
And had the fervice all by heart; 13* 

m 

Wifh'd women might have children faft, 
And thought whofe fow had farrow'd laft ; 
Againft difTenters would repine, 
And flood up firm for right divine ; 
Found his head fUl'd with many a fyflem : 
But claflick authors,— he ne'er miis'd 'em. 

Thus having furbifh'd up a parfon, 
Dame Baucis next they play'd their farce on. 
Inflead of home-fpun coifs, were feen 
Good pinners edg'd with colberteen ; 140 
Her petticoat, transform'd apace, 
Became black fattin, flounc'd with lace. 
Plain goody would no longer down, 
'Twas madam, in her grogram gown* 
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Philemon was in great furprize, 145 

And hardly could believe his eyes, 
Amaz'd to fee her look fo prim ; 
And me admiPd as much at him. 

Thus happy in their change of life 
Were feveral years this man and wife : 150 
When on a day, which prov'd their laft> 
Difcourfing o'er old ftories paft, 
They went by chance, amidft their talk, 
To the church-ygrd to take a walk ; 
When Baucis haftily cry'd out, 155 

My dear, I fee your forehead fprout. 
Sprout ! quoth the man ; what's this you tell us ? 
I hope you don't believe me jealous : 
But yet, methinks, I feel it true ; 
And re'ly, yours is budding too— 160 

Nay >— now I cannot ftir my foot ; 
It feels as if 'twere taking root. 

Defcription would but tire my Mufe ; 
In ihort, they both were turn'd toyeivs. 
Old goodman Dobfon of the green 165 

Remembers, he the trees has feen ; 
He'll talk of them from noon to night, 
And goes with folks to (hew the fight ; 
On Sundays, after ev'ning-prayer, 
He gathers all the parifli there ; 1 70 



N 4 



XOO SWIFT. 

Points oat the place of either yew ; 
Here Baucis, there Philemon, grew : 
Till once a parfon of our town, 
To mend his barn, cat Baucis down; 
At which 'tis hard to be believ'd 175 

How much the other tree was grieVd, 
Grew fcrubby, dy'd a-top, was fronted : 
So the next parfon ftub'd and burnt it. 






VERSES 

ON THE 

DEATH OF DOCTOR SWIFT. 

OCCASIONED BY READING THE FOLLOWING 
MAXIM IN ROCHFOUCAULT : 

Dans Vadwerfite de nos meiUeurs amis nous trowvons 
toujour s quelque cbofe, qui ue nous deplaift pas* 

WRITTEN BY HIMSELF: NOV. I73I, 

As Rochfoucault his maxims drew 
From nature, I believe 'em true : 
They argue no corrupted mind 
In him ; the fault is in mankind. 
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This maxim more than all the reft 5 

Is thought too bafc for human breaft : 
n In all diftreflcs of our friends 
«' We firft confult our private ends ; 
«' While Nature, kindly bent to eafe us, 
" Points out fome circumftance to pleafe us." 

If this perhaps your patience move, 
Let reafon and experience prove. 

We all behold with envious eyes 
Our equal rais'd above our fize. 
I love my friend as well as you : 15 

But why mould he obftruft my view ? 
Then let me have the higher poft ; 
Suppofe it but an inch at mod. 
If in a battle you mould find 
One whom you love of all mankind, 20 

Had fome heroick action done, 
A champion kill'd, or trophy won ; 
Rather than thus be overtopt, 
Wou'd you not wifh his lawrels cropt ? 
Dear honeft Ned is in the gout, 25 

Lies rack'd with pain, and you without : 
How patiently you hear him groan ! 
How glad, the cafe is not your own ! 

What poet would not grieve to fee 
His brother write as well as he ? 50 

But, rather than they mould excel, 
Would wifb his rivals all in hell ? 
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And, till they drove me out of date, 

Could maul a miniiler of (late, 60 

If they have mortify 'd my pride, 

And made me throw my pen afide ; 

If with fuch talents heav'n hath bleft 'em, 

Have I not reafon to deteft 'em ? 

To all my foes, dear Fortune, fend 65 
Thy gifts, but never to my friend : 
I tamely can endure the firft ; 
But this with envy makes me burft. 

Thus much may fefve by way of proem ; 
Proceed we therefore to our poem. 70 

The time is not remote, when I 
Muft by the courfe of nature dye ; 
When, I fbrefee, my fpecial friends 
Will try to find their private ends. 
And, tho' 'tis hardly underftood 75 

Which way my death can do them good, 
Yet thus, methinks, I hear them (peak : 
See, how the dean begins to break ! 
Poor gentleman ! he droops apace ; 
You plainly find it in his face. 80 

That old vertigo in his head 
Will never leave him till he's dead. 
Befides, his memory decay? : 
He recoUe&s not what he fays ; 
He cannot call his friends to mind ; 85 

Forgets the place where lad he din'd : 
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Plies 70a with ftories o'er and o'er; 
He told 'em fifty times before. 
How does he fancy we can fit 
To hear Iris out-of-fafhion wit? 99 

Bat he takes up with younger folks 
Who, for his wine, will bear his joins, 
Faith, he mail make his ftories ihorter, 
Or change his comrades once a quarter: 
In half the time he talks them round* 9$ 
There mufl another fet be found. 

For poetry, he's pair, his prime ; 
He takes an hoar to find a rhime : 
His fire is out, his wit decay'd, 
His fancy funk, his mufe a jade. too 

I'd have him throw away his pen ; 
But there's no talking to fome men. 

And then their tendernefs appears * 

By adding largely to my years : 
He's older than he would be reckon'd, 105 
And well remembers Charles the fecond. 
He hardly drinks a pint of wine ; 
And that, I doubt, is no good fign. 
His ftomach too begins to fail : 
Laft year we thought him ftrong and hale ; 
But now he's quite another thing : in 

1 wifh he may hold out till fpring. 
They hug themfelves, and reafon thus j 
It is not yet fo bad with ua. 
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In fuch a cafe they talk in tropes, 115 
And, by their fears, exprefs their hopes. 
Some great misfortune to portend, 
No enemy can match a friend. 
With all the kindnefs they profefs, 
The merit of a lucky guefs 120 

(When daily how d'y's come of courfe, 
And fervants anfwer, " worfe and worfe !") 
WouM pleafe them better, than to tell, 
That, God be prais'd ! the dean is well. 
Then he who prophefy'd the belt, 125 

Approves his judgment to the reft : 
S€ You know, I always fear'd the worft, 
•« And often told you fo at firft." 
He'd rather choofe that I mould dye, 
Than his prediction prove a lye. 150 

Not one fbretels I (hall recover ; 
fiat all agree to give me over. 

Yet mould fome neighbour feel a pain 
Juft in the parts where I complain ; 
How many a meflage would he fend ? 155 
What hearty prayers that I mould mend ? 
Enquire what regimen I kept ; 
What gave me eafe, and how J flept ? 
And more lament when I was dead 
Than all the fnivelers round my bed. 14.0 

My good companions, never fear ; 
For, though you may miftake a year, 
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Though your prognolHcks run too fait, 
They muft be verify'd at laft. 

Behold the fatal day arrive ! 14$ 

How is the dean ? he's juft alive. 
Now the departing prayer is read ; 
He hardly breathes — The dean is dead. 

Before the paffing-bell begun, 
The news thro' half the town has run. 
Oh ! may we all for death prepare I 151 
What has he left ? And who's his heir ? 
I know no more, than what the news is ; 
'Tis all bequeathed to publick ufes. 
To publick ufes I there's a whim ! 15$ 

What had the publick done for him ? 
Mere envy, avarice, and pride : 

He gave it all but firft he dy'd. 

And had the dean in all the nation 
No worthy friend ? no poor relation ? 160 
So ready to do Grangers good, 
Forgetting his own flefh and blood ? 

Now Grub-ftreet wits are all employ'd ; 
With elegies the town is cloy'd : 
Some paragraph in every paper 165 

To curfe the dean, or blefs the drapier. 

The doctors, tender of their fame, 
Wifely on me lay all the blame. 
We muft confefs his cafe was nice ; 
But he would never take advice. 17© 
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Had lie been rul'd, for ought appears, 
He might have liv'd thefe twenty years : 
For, when we open'd him, we foand, 
That all his vital parts were found. 

From Dublin fbon to London fpread, 175 
*Tis told at court, the dean is dead ; 
And Lady Suffolk * in the fpleen 
Rons laughing up to tell * * *. 
* * fo gracious, mild and good, 
Cries, " Is he gone ! 'tis time he fliou'd. 
« * • • • * 181 
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Now Chartres f , at Sir Robert's % levee, 
Tells with a fneer the tidings heavy : 
Why if he dy'd without his fhoes, 
(Cries Bob) I'm forry for the news : 190 

* *' Mrs. Howard, then countefs of Suffolk^ and one of 
the bedchamber to the late queen,** 

+ " Colonel Francis * Qbarteris* wbofe charaQer may be 
feem in am epitaph written by Dr.Arbutbnot." 

X Sir Robert Walpole, prime minifter, afterward earl of 
Qrford. 
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For how can ftony bowels melt 

In thofe, who never pity felt ? 

When we are lafht, they kifs'd the rod, 

Refigning to the will of God. 216 

The fools, my juniors by a year, 
Are tortur'd with fufpence and fear ; 
Who wifely thought my age a fcreen, 
When death approacht, to (land between ; 
The fcreen remov'd, their hearts are trembling ; 
They mourn for me without difiembling. 

My female friends, whofe tender hearts 
Have better learn'd to aft their parts, 
Receive the news in doleful dumps : 225 
u The dean is dead (pray, what is trumps ?) 
" Then, Lord have mercy on his foul. 
n (Ladies, I'll venture for the vole.) 
u Six deans, they fay, muft bear the pall. 
" (I wifh I knew what king to call ) 230 » 

" Madam, your hufband will attend 
" The fun'ral of fo good a friend. 
" No, madam, 'tis a (hocking fight ; 
" And he's engag'd to-morrow night : 

My lady Club wou'd take it ill 235 

If he mould fail at her quadrill. 
" He lov'd the dean, (I lead a heart) 
€t But deareft friends, they fay, muft part. 
" His time was come ; he ran his race ; 
" We hope he's in a better place." 24a 
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Why do we grieve that food* fhonid dye? 
No lofs more eafy to fappfy 
One year is paft ; a different fbene ! 
No farther mention of the dean, 
Who now, alas, no more is miffc, 245 

Than if he never did arift 
Where's now die favourite of Apollo? 
Departed : — Amdbis uerks mmftfiBmoi 
Moft undergo the common fate ; 
His kind of wit is out of date. 250 

Some country 'fquire to Lintot # goes, 
Inquires for Swift in verfe and prole. 
Says Lintot, " I have heard the name ; 
" He dy'd a year ago. The fame." 
He fearches all the (hop in vain : 255 

" Sir, you may find them in Duck-lane f ; 
" I fent them, with a load of books, 
" Laft Monday, to the paftry-cooks. 
" To fancy they could live a year ! 
" I find you're but a ftranger here. 260 

" The dean was famous in his time, 
" And had a kind of knack at rhime : 

His way of writing now is paft : 

The town has got a better tafle. 
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• " Bernard Lintot, a bookfelln. See Pope's Dunclai and 
Letters" 

t AJlreet where old books were formerly fold. 
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<* I keep no antiquated ftufr ; 265 

M But fpick and fpan I have enough. 

** Pray, do but give me leave to (hew 'em* 

" Here's Colley Gibber's birth-day poem. 

•» This ode you never yet have feen 

•* By Stephen Duck * upon the queen. 270 

u Then here's a letter finely pen'd 

" Againft the Craftfman and his friend : 

*' It clearly (hews, that all reflection 

" On minifters is difafFeclion. 

" Next, here's fir Robert's vindication, 275 

«« And Mr. Henley's f laft oration. 

" The hawkers have not got them yet ; 

** Your honour pleafe to buy a fett ?" 

Suppofe me dead ; and then fuppofe 
A club aflcmbled at the Rofe ; 280 

Where, from difcourfe of this and that, 
I grow the fubjeft of their chat. 

The dean, if we believe report, 
Was never ill receiv'd at court. 
Altho', ironically grave, 28$ 

He fham'd the fool and lafli'd the knave. 

" Sir, I have heard another (lory ; 
" He was a moil confounded tory, 

* A mif arable poet (originally a t batcher) patronifed by 
the court, 

t Commonly called Orator Henley , a fort of clerical buffoon, 
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" And grew, or he is much bely'd, 

" Etremely dull before he dy'd. 290 

Can wc the drapier e'er forget ? 
Is not our nation in his debt ? 
Twas he that writ the Drapier* s letters. 

" He mould have left them for his betters ; 
" We had a hundred abler men, 295 

«* Nor need depend upon his pen. — 
u Say what you wiU about his reading, 
" You never can defend his breeding : 
" Who, in his fatyrs running riot, 
" Could never leave the world in quiet ; 
" Attacking, when he took the whim, 301 
" Court, city, camp ; — all one to him.— 

" But why wou'd he, except he flobberM, 
" Offend our patriot, great fir Robert ? 
*' Whofe councils aid the fov'reign pow'r 
€f To fave the nation ev'ry hour. 306 

« What fcenes of evil he unravels 
"In fatyrs, libels, lying travels ! 
" Not fparing his own clergy-cloth, 
" But eats into it like a moth !"— 310 

Perhaps I may allow the dean 
Had too much fatyr in his vein, 
And feem'd determin'd not to ftarve it, 
Becaufe no age could more deferve it. 
Vice, if it e'er can be abafh'd 31 j 

Muft be or ridicul'd or lafli'd. 
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If you refent it, who's to blame ? 
He neither knew you nor your name. 
Should vice expeft to 'fcape rebuke, 
Becaufe its owner is a duke ? 320 

His friendihips, dill to few confin'd, 
Were always of the midling kind ; 
No fools of rank, or mongrel breed, 
Who fain wou'd pafs for lords indeed ; 
Where titles gave no right or power, 325 
And peerage is a wither'd flower. 
He would have deem'd it a difgrace 
If fuch a wretch had known his face. 
He never thought an honour done him, 
Becaufe a peer was proud to own him ; 330 
Would rather flip afide, and choofe 
To talk with wits in dirty (hoes ; 
And fcorn the tools with ftars and garters 
So often feen carefling Chartres. 

He kept with princes due decorum, 335 
Yet never flood in awe before 'em ; 
But follow'd David's leflbn juft; 
In princes never put his trufl : 
And, would you make him truly four, 
Provoke him with a flave in pow'r. 340 

" Alas, poor dean ! his only fcope 
" Was to be held a mifanthrope. 

This into gen'ral odium drew him ; 

Which, if he lik'd, much good may do him. 
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" His zeal wis not to lafh our crimes, 345 
" But difcontent againft the times : 
" For, had we made him timely offers 
" To raife his poft or fill his coffers, 
M Perhaps he might have truckled down, 
" Like other brethren of his gown. 350 
" For party he would icarce have bled : 
" I fay no more — , becaufe he's dead.— 
<' What writings has he left behind?" 
I hear they're of a different kind : 
A few, in verfe ; but moft, in profe.— 355 
u Some high-flown pamphlets, I fuppofe : 
" All fcribbled in the worft of times, 
" To palliate his' friend Oxford's crimes, 
" To praife queen Anne, nay more, defend her, 
u As never fav'ring the pretender :— 360 
u Or libels yet conceal'd from fight, 
* c Againft the court to fhew his fpight :— 
u Perhaps his travels, part the third; 
€( A lye at ev'ry fecond word— 

" OfFenfive to a loyal ear : 365 

u But — not one fermon, you may fwear."— 

As for his works, in verfe or profe, 
I own'myfelf no judge of thofe ; 
Nor can I tell what criticks thought 'em ; 
But this I know, all people bought 'em ; 370 
As with a moral view defign'd, 
To pleafe and to reform mankind : 
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And, if he often mi&'d his aim, -* 

The world mutt own it, to their Ihame, ( 
The praife is his, and theirs the blame. J 
He gave the little wealth he had 376 

To build a houfe for fools and mad ; 
To fhew, by one fatyric touch. 
No nation wanted it fo much. 
And, fince you dread no farther lathes, 380 
Methinks you may forgive his aihes. 
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A LETTER not ITALY. 

TO THE EIGHT HOirOITEASLS 
CEAiLES LOtD SAL I FAX. 

I If THE TEAK MDCCL. 

IT JOSEPH ADDrSOBT, ESO^* 



Mugm* sdraaai / txbi res smtiq** UmJii & 



in bile you* my Lord* the rural (hades admire, 
And from, finonma's public pofts retire, 
Nor longer, her ungrateful fins to pkafe, 
For their advantage fcM^-p your cafe ; 
Me into foreign realms my fetr conveys, 5 

Through nations fr ui tf ul of immortal lays, 
Where the loft feaion and inviting clime 
Conspire to trouble your repoie with rhime* 



* Bern 1671; dyed \fi^ 
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For wherefoe'er I turn my raviuYd eyes, 
Gay gilded fcenes and fhining profpe&s rife, 10 
Poetic fields incompafs me around, 
And ftill I Teem to tread on clafTic ground ; 
For here the Mufe fo oft her harp has ft rung, 
That not a mountain rears its head unfung ; 
Renown'd in verfe each ihady thicket grows, 15 
And ev'ry ftream in heav'nly numbers Hows. 

How am I pleas'd to fearch the hills and woods, 
For rifing fprings and celebrated floods ! 
To view the Nar, tumultuous in his courfe, 
And trace the fmooth Clitumnus to his fource, 20 
To fee the Mincio draw his watry ftorc, 
Through the long windings of a fruitful fhore, 
And hoary Albula's infecled tide 
O'er the warm bed of fmoking fulphur glide. 

. Fir'd with a thoufand raptures I furvey 25 

Eridanus through flow'ry meadows ftray, 
The king of floods ! that rolling o'er the plains 
The tow'ring Alps of half their moifture drains, 
And proudly fwoln with a whole winter's fnows, 
Diftributes wealth and plenty where he flows. 30 

Sometimes, mifguided by the tuneful throng, 
I look for ((reams immortal iz'd in fong, 
That loft in fdence and oblivion lie, 
(Dumb are their fountains, and their channels dry) 
Yet run for ever by the Mufe's fkill, 35 

And in the fmooth defcription murmur ftill. 
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S n mrT' nw i to gentle Tiber I retire, ' 
JLsc c:e mafd rirer's empty mores admire, 
T\su Jg i Lmig c£ ftrength derives its coorfe 
Fxb n.-Jtr arns and an unfruitful fource ; 40 
T*t «g ib often in poetic lays, 
T'-st tan sie Dxnobe and the Nile furveyi; 
5^ *C* ^f AirMrft Mde exalts her theme! 
*sas- ae 3oyo» a poor inglorious fbeam, 
it H u xr iiia riles obJcnrely ftray'd, 45 
fc>w <*r*!Cierr\£ in wild meanders played; 
*~ " > ~o«r 'ine* 2nd Naflau's fword renown'd, 
V* ^? X ^uIoks t hr o ugh the world lefimnd, 
^ X-t > ,ac acre's godlike ads can pierce, 
>> «4l»t: :j*c "sac jf an immortal Terie. 50 



^ o-x 4 :ae Mum arc HrkVd breaft inipire 
^ < * «d«T-r^t &? vows* and raife an equal fire, 
x ~.».x« * ^tscusss in my rede fhon'd (hine, 
^v. v-. * -Ess* 2wu*i Tseii to mine ! 

nn **• .^c ><suet jrtrres arasnd me {mile, 
t "*».* Jw» .hk oc*»t jt ?r*min*s fenny ifle, 56 
v^ ov-; ^*i>Wai^voi mu jr eiier r'd with care, 
s v s .tK <x>k« c a*.* nn£ ianre m northern air. 
Hc*w v k.N «4&tttui jKtr TWiinng jmce ferments 
I > M.vw* .d^lcNt ^>m -sure ^qitgrf fcexxts : 60 
k\ •* .-.k: cv^ii \jc«s *ich aswer myrtle 
iuc ..-v^^a %sx\;> ctKi jur 4 nca perfume. 
ne«u ik% otiic ^yu, a> 3iauL s gender »■*»«, 
Qt <^>tcr mc \a 'Catona's green rt 



ADDISON. 319 

Where weftern gales eternally reticle, 
And all the feafons lavifh all their pride : 66 

Bloflbms, and fruits, and flowers together rife, 
And the whole year in gay confufion lies. 

Immortal glories in my mind revive, 
And in my foul a thoufand paffions ftrive, 70 

When Rome's exalted beauties I defcry 
Magnificent in piles of ruine lie. 
An amphitheater's amazing height 
Here fills my eye with terror and delight, 
That on its public (hows unpeopled Rome, 75 
And held uncrowded nations in its womb : 
Here pillars rough with fculpture pierce the flues ; 
And here the proud triumphal arches rife, 
Where the old Romans deathlefs adto difplay'd, 
Their bafe degenerate progeny upbraid : 80 

Whole rivers here fbrfake the fields below, 
And wond'ring at their height through airy chan- 
nels flow. 

• Still to new fcenes my wand'ring Mufe retires ; 
And the dumb (how of breathing rocks admires ; 
Where the fmooth chifel all its force has fhown, 
And foften'd into flefh the rugged ftone. 26 

In folemn filence, a majeftic band, 
Heroes, and gods, and Roman confuls (land, 
Stern tyrants, whom their cruelties renown, 
And emperors in Parian marble frown ; 90 
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WhUe the bright dames, to whom they humbly fuM, 
Still fhow the charms that their proud hearts fubdu'd. 

Fain would I Raphael's godlike art rehearfe, 
And fhow th' immortal labours in my verfe, 
Where from the mingled ftrength of fhade and light 
A new creation rifes to my fight, 96 

Such heav'nly figures from his pencil flow. 
So warm with life his blended colours glow. 
From theme to theme with fecret pleafure toft, * 
Amidil the foft variety I'm loft : 100 

Here pleafing airs my raviiht fool confound 
With circling notes and labyrinths of found ; 
Here domes and temples rife in diftant views, 
And opening palaces invite my Mufe. 

How has kind heav'n adorn'd the happy land, 
And fcatter'd bleftings with a wafteful hand ! 
But what avail her unexhaufted ftores, 
Her blooming mountains, and her funny fhores, 
With all the gifts that heav'n and earth impart, 
The fmiles of nature, and the charms of art, 1 10 
While proud Oppreffion in her valleys reigns, 
And Tyranny ufurps her happy plains ? 
The poor inhabitant beholds in vain 
The red'ning orange and the fwelling grain : 
Joylefs he fees the growing oils and wines, 115 
Aiid in the myrtle's fragrant made repines : 
Starves, in the midft of nature's bounty curft, 
And in the loaden vineyard dies for thirft. 
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Oh Liberty, thou goddefs heav'nly bright, 
Profufe of blifs, and pregnant with delight 1 1 20 
Eternal pleafures in thy prefence reign, 
And fmiling Plenty leads thy wanton train ; 
Eas'd of her load Subjection grows more light, 
And Poverty looks chearful in thy fight ; 
Thou mak'fl the gloomy face of Nature gay, 1 25 
Giv'ft beauty to the fun, and pleafure to the day. 

Thee, goddefs, thee, Britannia's ifle adores ; 
How has fhe oft exhaufted all her ftores, 
How oft in fields of death thy prefence fought, 
Nor thinks the mighty prize too dearly bought ! 
On foreign mountains may the fun refine 131 

The grape's foft juice, and mellow it to wine. 
With citron groves adorn a diftant foil, ' 

And the fat olive fwell with floods of oil : 
We envy not the warmer clime, that lies 145 
In ten degrees of more indulgent fkies, 
Nor at the coarfenefs of our heav'n repine, 
Tho' o'er our heads the frozen Pleiads mine : 
*Tis Liberty that crown's Britannia's ifle, 
And makes her barren rocks and her bleak moun- 
tains fmile. 

Others with tow'ring piles may pleafe the fight, 
And in their proud afpiring domes delight ; 
A nicer touch to the ftretcht canvas give, 
Or teach their animated rocks to live : 
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'Tis Britain's care to watch o'er Europe's fate, 
And hold in balance each contending (late, 146 
To threaten bold prefumptuous kings with war, 
And anfwer her affii&ed neighbour's pray'r. 
The Dane and Swede, rous'd up by fierce alarms* 
Blefs the wife condud of her pious arms : 150 
Soon as her fleets appear, their terrors ceafe, 
And all the northern world lies hulh'd in peace. 

Th' ambitious Gaul beholds with fecret dread 
Mer thunder aim'd at his aipiring head, 
And fain her godlike fons would difunite 155 

By foreign gold or by domeftic ipite : 
But ftrives in vain to conquer or divide, 
Whom Naftau's arms defend and counfels guide* 

Fir'd with the name, which I fo oft have found 
The diftant climes and difPrent tongues refound, 
I bridle in my ftruggling Mufe with pain, 
That longs to lanch into a bolder ftrain* 

But I've already troubled you too long, 
Nor dare attempt a more advent'rous fang* 
My humble verfe demands a fofter theme, 165 
A painted meadow, or a purling dream ; 
Unfit for heroes ; whom immortal lays, 
And lines like Virgil's, or like yours, fhou'd praife* 



TO HIS PERJUR'D MISTRESS. 

FROM HORACE. 
Noxerat> & calo fulgebat luna fereno, Sec. 

BY THOMAS YALDEN, D. D.* 

It was one evening, when the rifing moon 
Amidft her train of ftars diftin&ly (hone ; 
Serene and calm was the inviting night, 
And heav'n appear'd in all its luftre bright ; 
When you, Neaera, you, my perjur'd fair, f 
Did, to abufe the gods and me prepare. 
'Twas then you fwore, remember, faithlefs maid, 
With what indearing arts you then betray'd : 
Remember all the tender things that paft, 
When round my neck your willing arms were caft ; 
The circling ivys when with oaks they join, 1 1 
Seem loofe, and coy, to thofe fond arms of thine. 

Believe, you cry'd, this folemn vow believe, 
The nobleft pledge that love and I can give ; 
Or if there's ought more facred here below, if 
Let that confirm my oath to heav'n and you. 

* Born 1671 ; dyed 1736. 
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Tis Britain's care- to watch o'er Europe's fate, 
And hold in balance each contending ftate, 1416 
To threaten bold preramptuous kings with war, 
And anrWer her affiifted neighbour's pray'r. 
The Dane and Swede, rous'd up by fierce alarms* 
Bless the wife condoft of her pious arms : 150 
Soon as her fleets appear, their terrors ceafe, 
And all the northern world lies huih'd in peace* 

TV ambitious Gaol beholds with fecret dread 
Her thunder aim'd at his afpiring head, 
And rain her godlike fons would difunite 155 

By foreign gold or by domefHc fpite : 
But ftrires in vain to conquer or divide, 
Whom Naflau's arms defend and counfels guide* 

Fir'd with the name, which I To oft have found 
The diftant climes and difPrcnt tongues refound, 
I bridle in my fbruggling Mufe with pain, 
That longs to lanch into a bolder ftrain. 

But I've already troubled you too long, 
Nor dare attempt a more advent'rous fong* 
My humble verfe demands a fofter theme, 16$ 
A painted meadow, or a purling ftream ; 
Unfit for heroes ; whom immortal lays, 
And lines like Virgil's, or like yours, (hou'd praife* 



TO HIS PERJUR'D MISTRESS, 

FROM HORACE. 
Nox erat> & ccelo fulgebat lunafereno, Sec. 

BY THOMAS YALDEN, D. D.* 

1 t was one evening, when the riling moon 
Amidft her train of ftars diftin&ly (hone ; 
Serene and calm was the inviting night, 
And heav'n appear'd in all its luftre bright ; 
When you, Neaera, you, my perjur'd fair, £ 

Did, to abufe the gods and me prepare. 
'Twas then you fwore, remember, faithlefs maid, 
With what indearing arts you then betray *d : 
Remember all the tender things that pail, 
When round my neck your willing arms were caft ; 
The circling ivys when with oaks they join, 1 1 
Seem loofe, and coy, to thofe fond arms of thine. 

Believe, you cry'd, this folemn vow believe, 
The nobleft pledge that love and I can give ; 
Or if there's ought more facred here below, i } 
Let that confirm my oath to heav'n and you. 

* Born 1671 ; dyed 1736. 



TO A CANDLE. 

ELEGY. 
IT WILLIAM COMGREVE, Esq.* 

\L hou watchful taper, by whole fiknt fight 

I lonely pais the melanchoHy night ; 

Thoo faithful witnefs of my fecret pain, 

To whom alone I venture to complain ; 

O learn with me, my hopdefs love to moan ; 5 

Commiferate a life fo like thy own. 

Lake mine, my flames to my deftrncHon turn, 

Waning that heart by which fupplyM they born. 

Like thine, my joy and fuffering they difplay ; 

At once are figns of life, and fymptoms of decay. 

And as thy fearful flames the day decline, 11 

And only during night prefume to fhine ; 

Their humble rays not daring to alpire 

Before the fun, the fountain of their fire : 

So mine, with confcious (hame, and equal awe, 

To (hades obfcure and folitude withdraw ; lb 

Nor dare their light before her eyes difclofe, 

From whofe bright beams their being firfl arofe. 

* Born 1671 ; dytd 17S9. 



HORACE, Book II. Odb IV. Imitated. 

THE LORD GRIFFIN TO THR 
EARL OF SCARSDALE. 

BY NICHOLAS ROWE, ESq. 
POKT LAU&IAT.* 

I. 

Do not, moil fragrant earl, difclaim 
Thy bright, thy reputable flame, 

To Bracegirdle the brown ; 
But publickly efpoufe the dame, 

And fay G — d— the town. 5 

II. 
Full many heroes, fierce and keen, 
With drabs have deeply fmitten been, 

Although right good commanders ; 
Some who with you have Hounflow feen, 

And fome who've been in Flanders. 10 
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m. 

Did not bole Greber's Pegg* usSanm 
The fober earl of Nottingham, 

Of (bbcr fire defended? 
That cardets of his foul and fame. 
To play-faoufes he nightly came, 1$ 

And left church undefended* 

IV. 
The monarch, who of France is bight; 
Who rales the roll with matrhlrft might; 

Since William went to heaven ; 
Loves Maintenon, his lady bright; » 

Who was but Scarron's leaving. 

V. 
Tho' thy dear's father kept an inn, 
At grifly head of Saracen, 

For carriers at Northampton ; 
Yet (he might come of gender kin, 25 

Than e'er that father dreamt on. 

VI. 
Of proffers large her choice had fhe. 
Of jewels, plate, and land in fee, 

Which (he with fcorn rejected : 
And can a nymph fi> virtuous be 30 

Of bare-bom blood fufpefted ? 

♦ ftigniora ' Fraacefaa Margaret*' dc I'Epine,' as bate 
fafftrefe* 
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VII, 
Her dimple cheek, and roguifh eye, 
Her flendcr wafte, and taper thigh, 

I always thought provoking ; 
But, faith, tho' I talk waggiihly, 

I mean no more than joking. 



3S 



VIII. 

Then be not jealous, friend, for why ? 
My lady marchionefs is nigh, 

To fee I ne'er mail hurt ye ; 
Befides, you know full well, that I 40 

Am turn'd of five-and-forty. 
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III. 
O'er the broad lands, and crofs the tide, 
On fancy's airy horfe I ride, 

( Sweet rapture of the mind ! ) 15 

Till on the banks of Ganges flood, 
In a tall ancient grove I flood 

For facred ufe deiign'd. 

IV. 
Hard by, a venerable pried, 
Ris'n with his god, the fun, from reft, 20 

Awoke his morning fong ; 
Thrice he conjur'd the murm'ring dream ; 
The birth of fouls was all his theme, 

And half divine his tongue. 

V. 

He fang " th' eternal rolling flame, 25 

" That vital mafs, that ftill the fame 
" Does all our minds compofe : 
But fhap'd in twice ten thoufand frames ; 
Thence difPring fouls of differing names, 
u And jarring tempers rofe. 30 

VI. 
u The mighty power that form'd the mind 
" One mould for every two defign'd, 
" And blefs'd the new-born pair : 
" This be a match for this: (he faid) 
" Then down he fent the fouls he made, 35 
. " To feek them bodies here ; 
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m Soa sc cccrcsocs azge!, tc3 me where, 55 
<* Wzat di£az:i iasds this unknown £dr> 

M Or diiast leas detain r 
" Swift as the wheel of nature rcUs 
" I'd fly, to meet, and mingle tools, 

" And wear the joyful chain." 60 



PASTOR A L. 

BY AMBROSE PHILIPS** 

GERON, HOBBINOL, LANQUET, 
CERON. 

How dill the fea behold ! how calm the iky ) 
And how, in fportive chace, the fwallows fly ! 
My goats, fecure from harm, fmall tendance need, 
While high, on yonder hanging rock, they feed I 
And, here below, the banky fhore along, 5 

Your heifers graze. Now, then, to ftrive in fong 
Prepare. As eldeft, Hobbinol begin ; 
And Lanquet's rival-verfe, by turns, come in, 

HOBBINOL. 

Let others flake what chofen pledge they will. 
Or kid, or lamb, or mazer wrought with fkill : 
For praife we fing, nor wager ought befide ; 1 1 
And, whofe the praife, let Geron's lips decide* 

LANqUET, 

To Geron I my voice, and fkill, commend* 
A candid umpire, and to both a friend. 

* Born 1674; 4y** 1 749« 
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CEKON. 

Begin then, boys ; and vary well your fong: 
Begin ; nor fear, from Geron's fentence, wrong, 
A boxen hautboy, load, and fweet of found, 
AH varniih'd, and with brazen ringlets bound, 
I to the vidor give : no mean reward, 
If to the ruder village-pipes compar'd. 20 

HOBBINOL. 

The fnows are melted ; and the kindly rain 
Defcends on every herb, and every grain : 
Soft balmy breezes breathe along the (ky ; 
The bloomy feafon of the year is nigh. 

LANQUET. 

The cuckoo calls aloud his wandering love ; 25 
The turtle's moan is heard in every grove ; 
The paflures change ; the warbling linnets fing : 
Prepare to welcome in the gaudy fpring. 

HOBBINOL. 

When locufts, in the ferny bufhes, cry, 
When ravens pant, and fnakes in caverns lie, 30 
Graze then in woods, and quit the fhadelefs plain, 
Elfe fhall ye prefs the fpungy teat in vain. 

LANQUET. 

When greens to yellow vary, and ye fee 
The ground beflrew'd with fruits of every tree, * 
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And ftormy winds are heard, think winter near. 
Nor truft too far to the declining year. 

HOBBINOL. 

Woe, then, alack ! befall the fpendthrift fwain, 
"When froft, and fnow, and hail, and fleet, and rain, 
By turns chaflife him, while, through little care, 
fheep, unfhelter'd, pine in nipping air. 40 



LANQUBT. 

The lad of forecaft then untroubled fees 
The white-bleak plains, and filvery frofted trees : 
He fends his flock, and, clad in homely frize, 
In his warm cott the wintery blaft defies. 

HOBBINOL. 

Full fain, O blefs'd Eliza ! would I praife 45 
Thy maiden-rule, and Albion's golden days : 
Then gentle Sidney liv'd, the fhepherd's friend. 
Eternal bleffings on his fhade attend. 

LANQUET. 

Thrice happy fhepherds now ! for Dorfet love* 
The country-mufe, and our refounding groves, 
While Anna reigns : O, ever may fhe reign ! 5 1 
And bring, on earth, the golden age again. 

HOBBINOL. 

I love, in fecret all, a beauteous maid, 
And have my love, in fecret all, repaid j 
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This coming night ihe plights her troth to me: 
Dhinc her name, and thou the victor he. 56 

Mild as the lamb, unhannfol as the dove, 
True as the turtle, is the maid I love : 
How we in (ecret love, I (hall not (ay : 
Divine her name, and I give op the day. 60 

HOBBINOL. 

Soft on a cowffip-bank my love and I 
Together lay ; a brook ran murmuring by : 
A thomand tender things to me (he (aid ; 
And I a thonfanri tender things repaid. 

LAKQUET. 

In fammer-(hade, behind the cocking hay, 65 
What kind endearing words did (he not fay ! 
Her lap, with apron deck'd, (he fondly (pread, 
And ftrok'd my cheek, and lull'd my leaning head. 

HOBBINOL* 

Breathe (oft, ye winds ; ye waters, gently flow; 
Shield her, ye trees ; ye flowers, around her grow: 
Ye (wains, I beg you, pafs in filence by ; 71 
My love, in yonder vale, afleep does lie. 

LAN<yJET» 

Once Delia flept on eafy mofs reclin'd, 
Her lovely limbs half bare, and rude the wind 



* t 
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1 ftiooth'd her coats, and dole a filent kifs : 75 
Condemn me, fhepherds, if I did amifs. 

HOBBINOL. 

As Marian bath'd, by chance I parted by ; 
She bluih'd, and at me cad a fidelong eye : 
Then, cowering in the treacherous dream, (he try'd 
Her tempting form, yet dill in vain, to hide. Bo 

LANQUET. 

As I, to cool me, bath'd one fultry day, 
Fond Lydia, lurking, in the fedges lay : 
The wanton laugh'd, and feem'd in hade to fly. 
Yet oft (he dopt, and oft (he turn'd her eye. 

HOBBINOL. 

When fird I faw, would I had never feen, 8$ 
Young Lyfet lead the dance on yonder green, 
Intent upon her beauties, as {he mov'd, 
Poor heedlefs wretch ! at unawares I lov'd* 

LAN<yiET. 

When Lucy decks with flowers her fwelling bread, 
And on her elbow leans, diflembling red, 90 

Unable to refrain my madding mind, 
Nor herds, nor padure, worth my care I find* 

HOBBINOL. 

Come Rofalind, O come ! for, wanting thee* 
Our peopled vale a defert is to me. 
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Come, Rofalind, O come ! My brioded lone, 
My fiiowy fheep, my farm, and all, axe thine. 

LANQUET. 

Come, Rofalind, O come ! Here fhady bower*, 
Here are cool fountains, and here fpringing flowers, 
Come, Rofalind ! Here ever let us fray, - 
And fweetly wafle the live-long time away. 100 

HOBBINOL. 

In vain the feafons of the moon I know, 
The force of healing herbs, and where they grow; 
No herb there is, no feafon, to remove 
From my fond heart the racking pains of love. 

LANQUET. 

What profits me, that I in charms have (kill, 
And ghofts, and goblins, order as I will, ic6 
Yet have, with all my charms, no power to lay 
The fprite that breaks my quiet night and day ? 

HOBBINOL. 

O, that, like Colin, I had fkill in rhimes, 
To purchafe credit with fucceeding times ! 1 10 
Sweet Colin Clout! who never, yet, had peer; 
Who fung through all the feafons of the year. 

LANQJJET. 

Let me, like Merlin, fing : his voice had power 
To free the 'clipfmg moon at midnight hour : 
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And, as he fung, the fairies with their queen, 
In mantles blue, came tripping o'er the green. 

HOBBINOL. 

Lad eve of May did I not hear them fing, 
And fee their dance ? And I can fhew the ring. 
Where, hand in hand, they flrift their feet fo light ; 
The grafs fprings greener from their tread by night* 

LANQJJET. 

But haft thou feen their king, in rich array, 
Fam'd Oberon, with damafk'd robe fo gay, 
And gemmy crown, by moonfhine fparkling far, 
And azure fcepter, pointed with a Iter ? 

GERON. 

Here end your plcafing ftrife. Both viftors are ; 
And both with Colin may, in rhyme, compare. 
A boxen hautboy, loud, and fwect of found, 
All varnifh'd, and with brazen ringlets bound. 
To each I give. A mizling mill defcends 
Adown that fteepy rock : and this way tends 13a 
Yon diftant rain. Shoreward the vcflbls drive ; 
And, fee, the boys their flocks to fhelter drive* 
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TO THE EARL OF DORSET. 
BT THE SAME. 

Copenhagen f March 9, 170$. 

i* rom frozen climes, and endlete trads of (how> 
From dreams which northern winds forbid to flow, 
What prefent fhall the mufe to Dorfet bring, 
Or how, fo near the pole, attempt to fing ? 
The hoary winter here conceals from fight J 
All pleafing objects which to verfe invite. 
The hills, and dales, and the delightful woods, 
The flow'ry plains, and filver-ftreaming floods, 
By fnow difguis'd, in bright confufion lie, 
And with one dazzling wade fatigue the eye. to 

No gentle breathing breeze prepares the fpring* 
No birds within the defert region fing. 
The mips, unmov'd, the boifi'rous winds defy, 
While rattling chariots o'er the ocean fly. 
The vaft Leviathan wants room to play, 1 5 

And fpout his waters in the face of day. 
The ftarving wolves along the main fea prowl, 
And to the moon in icy valleys howl. 
O'er many a mining league the level main 
Here fpreads itfelf into a glafly plain. to 

There folid billows of enormous fize, 
Alps of green ice, in wild diforder rife. 
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And yet but lately have I feen, ev'n here, 
The winter in a lovely drefs appear. 
Ere yet the clouds let fall the treafur'd (how, 25 
Or winds begun through hazy ikies to blow, 
At ev'ning a keen eaftern breeze arofe, 
And the defcending rain unfully'd froze* 
Soon as the filent (hades of night withdrew, 
The ruddy morn difclos'd at once to view 30 
The face of nature in a rich difguife, 
And biighten'd ev'ry object to my eyes : 
For ev'ry fhrub, and ev'ry blade of grafs, 
And ev'ry pointed thorn, feem'd wrought in glafs l 
In pearls and rubies rich the hawthorns {how, 35 
While through the ice the crimfon berries glow. 
The thick-fprung reeds, which watry marfhes yield* 
Seem'd polifh'd lances in a hoftile field. 
The flag, in limpid currents, with furprize, 
Sees cryftal branches on his forehead rife : 40 
The fpreading oak, the beech, and tow'ring pine, 
Glaz'd over, in the freezing aether fhine. 
The frighted birds the rattling branches fhun, 
Which wave and glitter in the diflant fun. 

When if a fudden guft of wind arife, 45 

The brittle foreft into atoms flies, 
The crackling wood beneath the tempeft bends, 
And in a fpangled fhow'r the profpeft ends ; 
Or, if a fouthern gale the region warm, 
And by degrees unbind the wintry charm, 50 

Vol. I. 



142 A. PHILIPS* 

The traveller a miry country fees, 

And journeys fad beneath the dropping trees : 

Like fixne dcloded peasant, Media leads 

Thro' fragrant bow'rs* and duo 9 delirious mead^** 

While here inchantid gardens to him rife, y 

And airy fabricks there attraft his eyes, 

His waad'ring feet the magick path* porfne, 

Aad, while he thinks the fair fflofion true, 

The tracklefs fcenes diiperfe i» fluid air, 

And woods, and wilds, and thorny ways appear, 

A tedious road die weary wretch returns, 

And, as he goes* the tranfient vifion mournsv 




TO SIGNORA CUZZONI.. 
BT THE SAME. 

Ma J «5» 1 7*4r- 

Little Siren of the ftage, 
Charmer of an idle age, 
Empty warbler, breathing lyre, 
Wanton gale of fond deflre, 
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Bane of every manly art, 5 

Sweet enfeebler of the heart, 
O, too pleafing in thy ftrain, 
Hence, to fouthem climes again ; 
Tnnefbl nutchief, vocal fpell, 
To this ifland bid farcwel ; 10 

Leave u as we ought to be. 
Leave the Britons rough and free. 
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SPLENDID SHILLING, 

AS DUTATIOS OF MILTON, 
XT JOBS PHILIPS.* 
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TisMgi xmtesoBfCeJ yet % km fnft ir rbimt, 
JJbzBxg, brctdxi, mmd chtwurms dire. 

Hip'T the isaa, who, void of cares and ftrifc 
Is £ic: or in leathern pnrie retains 
A Srleaiii ShxHiag : he nor hears with pain 
New criers cry'd, ncr iighs for chearfbl ale ; 
Bzi with ids frkudi, when nightly milts arife, 5 
To JuziperVN'agpye, or Town-Hall repairs: 
Where, miadfu! of the nymph, whofe wanton eye 
Transfix'd his fool, and kindled amorous flames, 
Chloe, or PKiHis, he each circling glafs 
Witheth her health, and joy, and equal love. 10 
Meanwhile, he fmoaks, and laughs at merry talc, 
Or pun ambiguous, or conundrum quaint. 

* Bom 1676; dyed 170S. 
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Bat I, whom griping penury furrounds, 
And hunger, fare attendant upon want, 
With fcanty offals, and (mail acid tiff* 15 

(Wretched repaft !) my meagre corps fuilain ; 
Then Solitary walk, or doze at home 
In garret vile, and with a warming puff 
Regale chill'd fingers ; or from tube as black 
As winter-chimney, or well-polifh'd jet, 20 

Exhale mundungus, ill-perfuming fcent ; 
Not blacker tube, nor of a fhorter fize, 
Smokes Cambro-Britain (vers'd in pedigree) 
Sprang from Cadwalader and Arthur, kings 
Full famous in romantick tale) when he 25 

O'er many a craggy hill and barren cliff, 
Upon a cargo of fam'd Ceftrian cheefe, 
High over-fhadowing rides, with a dciign 
To vend his wares, or at th' Arvonian marte, 
Or. Maridunum, or the ancient town 30 

Yclip'd Brechinia, or where Vaga's (beam 
Encircles Ariconium, fruitful foil ! 
Whence flow ne&areous wines, that well may vie 
With Maffic, Setin, or renown'd Falem. 

Thus while my joylefs minutes tedious flow, 35 
With looks demure, and filent pace, a Dun, 
Horrible monfler ! hated by gods and men, 
To my aerial citadel afcends, 
"With vocal heel thrice thund'ring at my gate. 
With hideous accent thrice he calls ; I know 40 
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The voice ill-boding, and the folemn {brad. 
What fhould I do? or whither turn? Amaz'd, 
Confounded, to the dark recefs I fly 
Of wood-hole ; ftrait my briflling hairs ere& 
Thro' fudden fear ; a chilly fweat bedews 4; 
My fhad'ring limbs, and (wonderful to tell 1) 
My tongue forgets her faculty of fpeech ; 
So horrible he feems ! His faded brow 
Entrench'd with many a frown, and conic beard, 
And fpreading band, admir*d by modern faints* 
Difaftrous ads forebode ; in his right hand 
Long fcrolls of paper fblemnly he waves, 
With characters and figures dire infcrib'd, 
Grievous to mortal eyes ; (ye gods, avert 
Such plagues from righteous men !) Behind him 
italics 

Another monfter, not unlike himfelf, 

Sullen of afpeft, by the vulgar call'd 

A Catchpole, whofe polluted hands the gods 

With force incredible, and magick charms, 

Erft have endu'd : if he his ample palm 60 

Should haply on ill-fated fhoulder lay 

Of debtor, ftrait his body to the touch 

Obfequious, (as whilom knights were wont) 

To fome inchanted cattle is convey'd, 

Where gates impregnable, and coercive chains, 

In durance ftricl detain him, till, in form 6& 

Of money, Pallas fets the captive free. 
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Beware, ye debtors, when ye walk, beware. 
Be circumfpect ; oft with infidious ken 
The caitiff eyes your fteps aloof, and oft 79 

Lies perdue in a nook or gloomy cave, 
Prompt to inchant fome inadvertent wretch 
With his unhallow'd touch. So (poets fing) 
Grimalkin, to domeftick vermin fworn 
An everlafting foe, with watchful eye 75 

Lies nightly brooding o'er a chinky gap, 
Protending her fell claws, to thoughtlefs mice 
Sure ruin. So her difembowell'd web 
Arachne, in a hall or kitchin, fpreads 
Obvious to vagrant flies : (he fecret Hands 80 
Within her woven cell ; the humming prey, 
Regardlefs of their fate, rufh on the toils 
Inextricable, nor will aught avail 
Their arts, or arms, or (hapes of lovely hue ; 
The wafp infidious, and the buzzing drone, 85 
And butterfly proud of expanded wings 
DifEnft with gold, entangled in her fnares 
Ufelefs refiHance make : with eager ftrides 
She tow'ring flies to her expected fpoils ; 
Then, with envenom'd jaws, the vital blood 90 
Drinks of reluctant foes, and to her cave 
Their bulky carcafTes triumphant drags. 

So pals my days. But, when nocturnal (hades 
This world invelop, and th' inclement air 

Q.4 
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Perfuades men to repel benumming frofb 95 

With plcafant wines, and crackling blaze of wood; 
Me, lonely fitting, nor the glimmering light 
Of make-weight candle, nor the joyous talk 
Of loving friend, delights ; difrreis'd, forlorn, 
Amidft the horrors of the tedious night, 100 

Darkling I figh, and feed with difinal thoughts 
My anxious mind ; or fometimes mournful verfe - 
Indite, and fing of groves and myrtle (hades, 
Or defperate lady near a purling ftream, s 
Or lover pendant on a willow-tree. 105 

Meanwhile I labour with eternal drought, 
And refUefs wifh, and rave ; my parched throat 
Finds no relief, nor heavy eyes repofe : 
But if a dumber haply does invade 
My weary limbs, my fancy's frill awake, 1 10 

Thoughtful of drink, and eager, in a dream, 
Tipples imaginary pots of ale, 
In vain ; awake I find the fettled thirft 
Still gnawing, and the plcafant phantom curie. 

Thus do I live, from pleafure quite debarred, 
Nor tafte the fruits that the fun's genial rays 
Mature, John-apple, nor the downy peach, 
Nor walnut in iough-furrow'd coat fecure, 
Nor medlar-fruit, dehooos in decay : 
Affi&ons great ! yet greater finll remain; \iA 
My galbgaikins, that hanre long wilhftoc^ 
1¥e winter's fury, and ixuexoac^ing ^^^ 
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By time fubdu'd (what will not time fubdue !) 

An horrid chafin difclofe, with orifice 

Wide, difcontinuous ; at which the winds 125 

Euros and Aufler, and the dreadful force 

Of Boreas, that congeals the Cronian waves. 

Tumultuous enter with dire chilling blails, 

Portending agues. Thus a well-fraught (hip, 

Long fail'd fecure, or thro' th'iEgean deep, 

Or the Ionian, till cruifing. near 131 

The Lilybean fhore, with hideous crufti, 

On Scylla, or Charybdis (dang'rous rocks !) 

She ffaikes rebounding ; whence the (hatter'd oak, 

So fierce a (hock unable to withftand, 135 

Admits the fea ; in at the gaping fide 

The crowding waves gufh with impetuous rage, 

Refiftlefs, overwhelming ; horrors feize 

The mariners ; death in their eyes appears, 

They Hare, they lave, they pump, they fwear, they 

pray: 
(Vain efforts !) (till the battering waves rufh in, 
Implacable, till, delug'd by the foam, 
The fhip finks found'ring in the vaft abyfs. 
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And to her beauty you will own 
Your future (kill and fix'd renown. 

So when of old great Amnion's Ton, 
Adorn'd with fpoils in battle won, 
In graceful picture chofe to ftand, 25 

The work of fam'd Apelles' hand ; 
" Exert thy fire, the monarch faid, 
« Now be thy boldeft ftrokes difplay'd, 
•' To let admiring nations fee 
" Their dreaded vi&or drawn by thee ; 30 
" To others thou mayft life impart, 
w But I'll immortalize thy art !" 




4A 2£ZJU «W""g«_ -wwtjyx 4m- AAfftwpp J***% 



> 



j£ xncrTf-itoBt T3S& 



jr ti*i jgnr. flu it. la 7jjjy 

jrnim'.i Jic 



>x iv* hit -ins*. 



vava IK tr»r mm: ir sac if jamw 
5/fcr -zimia vacs. I -nmr= 

Jim. xr ne rreinpr ftiT ramm« 1 5 




THE HERMIT* 

BY THOMAS PARNELL, D. D. 
ARCHDEACON Of CLOOHIR.* 

r ar in a wild, unknown to publick view, 
From youth to age a rev'rend Hermit grew ; 
The mofs his bed, the cave his humble cell, 
His food the fruits, his drink the chryftal well : 
Remote from men, with God he pafs'd the days, 
Pray'r all his bus'nefs, all his pleafure praife. 6 

A life (o facred, fuch ferene repofe, 
Seem'd heav'n itfclf, till one fuggeftion rofe ; 
That vice fhou'd triumph, virtue vice obey, 
This fprung fome doubt of Providence's fway : 
His hopes no more a certain profpedt boaft, 1 1 
And all the tenour of his foul is loft : 
So when a fmooth expanfe receives impreft 
Calm nature's image on its wat'ry breaft, 
Down bend the banks, the trees depending grow, 
And ikies beneath with anfwering colours glow : 
But if a (lone the gentle fcene divide, 
Swift ruffling circles curl on ev'ry fide, 
And glimmering fragments of a broken fun, 
Banks, trees, and ikies, in thick diforder run. 20 

• Botm 1679 ; dyed 171S. 
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To clear this dcwbt, to know the world by tr>t, 
To ind if books, or drains, report it right, 
(For yet by (wains alone the world he knew, 
Whofe feet came wandering o'er tie mghdy dor) 
He quits his cell; the p9grin-4bf ke bore, 25 
And fcxM the scallop in his hat before ; 
Then with the fan a rifing journey 
Sedate to think, and watching each 

The morn was wafted in the pathless graft, 
And long and lonesome was the wild to pais ; 30 
Bat when the Southern fan had warm'd die day, 
A youth came pofting o'er a croffing way ! 
His rayment decent, his complexion fair, 
And fort in graceful ringlets wavM his hair. 
Then near approaching, Father, hail ! he cryM, 
And hail, my fim, die rev'rend fire replyM ; 36 
WonbfbUowedwoi^,fn>mqueftionaiifwerflow'd > 
And talk of various kind decerrM die road ; 
Till each with other pleas'd, and loth to part, 
While in their age they differ, join in heart. 40 
Thus (lands an aged elm in ivy bound, 
Thus youthful ivy clafps an elm around. 

Now funk the fun ; the doling hour of day 
Came onward, mantled o'er with fober gray ; 
Nature in filence bid the world repofe ; 45 

When near the road a ftately palace rofe : 
There by the moon thro 9 ranks of trees they pafs, 
Whofe verdure crown'd their doping fides of grafs. 
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It chanc't the noble matter of the dome 

Still made his hoofe the wand'ring Granger's home : 

Yet fHH the kindnefs, from a third of praife, 5 1 

Prov'd the vain flourifh of expenfive eafe. 

The pair arrive : the liv'ry'd fervants wait ; 

Their lord receives them at the pompous gate. ' 

The table groans with coftly piles of food, 5; 

And all is more than hofpitably good. 

Then led to reft, the day's long toil they drown : 

Deep funk in fleep, and filk, and heaps of down* 

At length 'tis morn, and at the dawn of day, 
Along the wide canals the Zephyrs play : 60 

Frefli o'er the gay parterres the breezes creep, 
And (hake the neighboring wood to banifh fleep* 
Up rife the guefts, obedient to the call : 
An early banquet deck'd the fplendid hall ; 
Rich lufcious wine a golden goblet grac't, 6$ 
Which the kind matter fbre'd the guefts to tafte. 
Then, pleas'd and thankful, from the porch they go 1 
And, bat the landlord, none had cade of woe ; 
His cap was vanifh'd ; for in fecret guife 
The younger gueft purloin'd the glittering prise. 

As one who 'fpys a ferpent in his way, 71 

Gliftning and balking in the fummer ray, 
Diforder'd flops to fhun the danger near, 
Then walks with faintnefs on, and looks with fear ; 
So feem'd the fire ; when far upon the road, 75 
The fhining fpoil his wiley partner fhow'd* 
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He ftopp'dwith fflence,walk , d with trending heart* 
And much he wiih'd, but dnrft not afk to part: 
Marm'ring he lifts his eyes, and thinks it hard* 
That generous a&ons meet a. bade reward. 80 

While thus they pais, the fan his glory ihroods, 
The changing fides hang out their fable clouds; 
A ibiicd in air prefag*d approaching rain, 
And beafts to covert fend acrofs die plain* 
Warn'd by the figns, die wandering pair retreat, 
To feek for fhelter at a neighb'ring feat. 86 

Twas built with turrets, on a riling ground, 
And flrong, and large, and unimprov'd around; 
Its owner's temper, tim'rous and fevere, 
Unkind and griping, caus'd a defert there. 00 

As near the Mifer's heavy doors they drew, 
Fierce riling gulls with fudden fury blew ; 
The nimble lightning mix'd with fhow'rs began, 
And o'er their heads loud-rolling thunder ran. 
Here long they knock, but knock or call in vain, 
Driv'n by the wind, and battered by the rain. 
At length fome pity warm'd the mailer's breaft, 
('Twas then his threfhold firfi received a guefl) ; 
Slow creaking turns the door with jealous care, 
And half he welcomes in the fhivering pair ; 100 
One frugal faggot lights the naked walls, 
And nature's fervor thro* their limbs recals : 
Bread of the courfeft fort, with eager wine, 
(Each hardly granted) ferv'd them both to dine ; 
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And when the temped fir& appear'd to ceafe, 105 
A read/ warning bid them part in peace. 

"With fHll remark the pond'ring Hermit view'd, 
In one fo rich, a life To poor and rude ; 
And why mould fuch (within himfelf he cry'd,) 
Lock the loft wealth a thoufand want befide ? no 
But what new marks of wonder foon took place, 
In ev'ry fettling feature of his face. 
When from his veft the young companion bore 
That cup, the generous landlord own'd before, 
And paid profufely with the precious bowl 115 
The (tinted kindnefs of this churlim foul 

Bnt now the clouds in airy tumult fly ; 
The fun emerging opes an azure iky ; 
A frefher green the finelling leaves difplay, 
And, glitt'ring as they tremble, cheer the day ; 
The weather courts them from the poor retreat, 
And the glad mafter bolts the wary gate. 

While hence they walk, the Pilgrim's bofom 
wrought 
With all the travel of uncertain thought ; 
His partner's ads without their caufe appear, 1 25 
Twas there a vice, and feem'd a madnefs here : 
Detefting that, and pitying this, he goes, 
Loft and confounded with the various (hows. 

Now night's dim (hades again involve the fky,« 
Again the wand'rers want a place to lye, 
Again they feaich, and find a lodging nigh. 

Vol. I. R 
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It feemM to fpezk ks mifln's tun of mind* 
Omflrrtf, and sot lor praite, baft virtae, kind. 135 



Tbe» bk& ike manfio*, and die 

Their gitetiag fair beftowM, with modeft gnife, 

The eo mte o cs malcr hears, and thus replies : 

Witfcoat a Tain, withost a yielding heart, 140 
To him who gives as all, I yield a part; 
From him job come, for him accept you here, 
A frank and fbber, more than coffiy cheer: 
He {poke, and bid the welcome table (pread, 
Then tafle'd of virtue till the time of bed, 149 
When die grave houfhold round his hall repair, 
Warn'd by a bell, and dole the hours with prayV. 

At length the world, renew'd by calm repofe, 
Was fbong for toil ; the dappled morn arofe ; 
Before the pilgrims part, the younger crept, 150 
Near the clos'd cradle where an infant flept, 
And writh'd his neck : the landlord's little pride, 
O ftrange return ! grew black, and gafp'd, and dyM. 
Honour of honours ! what ! his only ion ! 
How look'd our Hermit when the fad was done I 
Not hell, tho' hell's black jaws in fonder part, 
And breathe blue fire, cou'd more aflault his heart, 

Confos'd, and (track with filence at the deed, 
He flies, but trembling fails to fly with (peed. 



PAR It ELL* 259 

His ftcps die youth purfues ; the country lay 160 
PerplexM with roads, a fervant fhow'd the way t 
A river crofs'd the path ; the pafTage o'er ' 
Was nice to find ; the fervant trod before ; 
Long arms of oaks an open bridge fupply'd, 
And deep the waves beneath the bending glide* 
The youth, who feem'd to watch a time to fin, 
Approached the carelefs guide, and thruft him in $ 
Plunging he rails, and rifing lifts his head, 
Then flafhing turns, and finks among the dead. 

Wild, fparkling rage inflames the father's eyes, 
He burfts the bands of fear, and madly cries, 
Detefted wretch— But fcarcc his fpeech began, 
When the ftrange partner feem'd no longer man ; 
His youthful face grew more ferenely fweet ; 
His robe turn'd white, and flowM upon his feet ; 
Fair rounds of radiant points invert his hair ; 176 
Celeftial odours breathe thro' purpled air ; 
And wings, whofe colours glitter'd on the day, 
Wide at his back their gradual plumes difplay. 
The form etherial burfts upon his fight, 1 80 

And moves in all the majefty of light. 

Though loud at firft the pilgrim's paflion grew, 
Sudden he gaz'd, and wift not what to do ; 
Surprize in fecret chains his words fufpends, 
And in a calm his fettling temper ends. 1 85 

But filence here the beauteous Angel broke 
(The voice of mufic ravifh'd as he fpoke)* 
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Tkypray'r, tkypraiJe, thy life to rice nnknovflU 
la fweet memorial rife before die throne: 
Thefe charms, fnccds in our bright region fid, 
And force am angel down, to calm thy mind. 191 
For this* UHiiiniiiuua, I fbrfook die my, 
Nay, ceafe to kneel — Thy fellow {errant I. 

Then know the truth of government drvint, 
And let thefe {crooks be no longer thine. 195 

The maker pd&y daims that world ke made, 
In this the right of providence is laid ; 
Its (acred majefty thro' all depends, 
On ufing fecond meant to work his ends : 
lis thus, withdrawn in ftate from human eye, 
The pow'r exerts his attribntes on high, 201 

Your a&ons tries, not controoJs your will, 
And bids die doubting ions of men be &HL 

What ftrange events can ftrike with moreforprize, 
Than thofe which lately ftrcok thy wond'ring eyes? 
Yet, taught by thefe, confeis th* almighty jaft, 
And where you can't unriddle, learn to troft ! 

The Great, Vain Man, who farM on coftly food, 
Whofe life was too luxurious to be good ; 
Who made his iv'ry Hands with goblets fhine, 
And fore'd his gnefb to morning draughts of wine, 
Has, with the Cap, the gracelefs cuftom loft, 
And (till he welcomes, but with lefs of coft. 

The mean, fufpicious Wretch, whofe bolted door 
Ne'er mov'd in duty to the wand'ring poor; 215 
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With him I left the cup, to teach his mind 
That heav'n can blefs, if mortals will be kind : 
Confcious of wanting worth, he views the bowl, 
And feels companion touch his grateful foul. 
Thus artifls melt the Allien ore of lead, 220 

With heaping coals of lire upon its head ; 
In the kind warmth the metal learns to glow, 
And loofe from drofs the filver runs below. 

Long had our Pious Friend in virtue trod, 
But now the child half wean'd his heart from God ; 
(Child of his age) for him he liv'd in pain, 226 
And meafur'd back his fleps to earth again. 
To what excefTes had his dotage run ? 
But God, to fave the father, took the fon. 
To all but thee, in fits he feem'd to go 230 

(And 'twas my minifhy to deal the blow) . 
The poor fond parent, humbled in the dull, 
Now owns in tears the pnnifhment was juil. 

But how had all his fortune felt a wrack, 
Had that falfe Servant fped in fafety back ! 235 
This night his treafur'd heaps he meant to ileal* 
And what a fund of charity would fail ! 
Thus Heaven inflru&s thy mind : This tryal o'er, 
Depart in peace, refign, and fin no more. 

On (bunding pinions here the youth withdrew, 
The Sage flood wondering as the Seraph flew. 24; 
Thus look'd Elifha when, to mount on high, 
His matter took the chariot of the fky ; 
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The fiery pomp afcending left the view 5 

The prophet gaz'd, and wifh'd to follow too. 24$ 

The bending Hermit here a pray'r began, 
Lord! as in heart? n, on earth thy will he done: 
Then, gladly turning, fought his antient place, 
And pajs'd a life of piety and peace.* 






A FAIRY TALE. 

IN THE ANCIENT ENGLISH STILE. 

BY THE SAME. 

In Britain's ifle, ancPArthur's days, 
When midnight faeries daunc'd the maze, 

Liv'd Edwin of the Green ; 
Edwin, I wis, a gentle youth, 
Endow'd with courage, fenfe and truth, J 

Though badly fhap'd he been. 

* The fable of this elegant, but furely immoral, poem it 
not the invention of Dr. Parnell, who bad it, /* all pn* 
bability^ from Mores Dialogues, It is a produBion of the 
darker ages, and makes the eigbtyetb chapter of the Geftt 
Roraanorum. 
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His mountain back mote well be (aid* 
To meafure heighth againil his head, 

And lift itfelf above ; 
Yet, fpite of all that Nature did 10 

To make his uncouth form forbid, 

This creature dar'd to love. 

He felt the force of Edith's eyes, 
Nor wanted hope to gain the prize, 

Cou*d ladies look within ; 1 5 

But one Sir Topaz drefs'd with art, 
And, if a fhape could win a heart, 

He had a fhape to win. 

Edwin (if right I read my fong) 

With flighted paflion pac'd along 20 

All in the moony light ; 
'Twas near an old enchaunted court, 
Where fportive faeries made refort 

To revel out the night. 

His heart was drear, his hope was crofs'd, 
'Twas late, *twas farr, the path was loft 

That reach'd the neighbour-town ; 
With weary fteps he quits the fliades, 
Refolv'd the darkling dome he treads, 

And drops his limbs adown. 30 
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Bat fcant he lays him on the floor, 
When hollow winds remove the door, 

A trembling rocks the ground : 
And (well I ween, to count aright) 
At once an hundred tapers light 35 

On all the walls around. 

Now founding tongues aflail his ear, 
Now founding feet approachen near, 

And now the founds increafe : 
And from the corner where he lav 49 

He fees a train profufely gay 

Come pranckling o'er the place. 

But (truftme, gentles!) never yet 
Was dight a mafquing half fo neat, 

Or half fo rich before 3 45 

The country lent the fweet perfumes, 
The fea the pearl, the iky the plumes, 

The town its filken ftore. 

Now whim he gaz'd, a gallant dreil 

In flaunting robes above the reft, 50 

With awfull accent cry 'd ; 
What mortal of a wretched mind, 
Whofe fighs infeft the balmy wind, 

Has here prefum'd to hide ? 
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At this the fwain, whofe vent'rous foul 55 
No fears of magic could controul, 

Advanced in open fight ; 
" Nor have I caufe of dreed, he faid, 
Who view, by no prefumption led, 

Your revels of the night. 60 



€€ 
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*i Twas grief, for fcorn of faithful love, 
" Which made my fteps unweeting rove 

" Amid the nightly dew." 
Tis well, the gallant crys again, 
We faeries never injure men 6c 

Who dare to tell us true. 

Exalt thy love-dejeAed heart, 
Be mine the tafk, or e'er we part 

To make thee grief refign ; 
Now take the pleafure of thy chaunce ; 70 
Whilft I with Mab, my part'ner daunce, 

Be little Mable thine. 

He fpoke, and all a fudden there 
Light muiick floats in wanton air ; 

The monarch leads the queen : 75 

The reft their faerie partners found ; 
And Mable trimly tript the ground 

With Edwin of the Green. 
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The dauncing paft, the board was hud, 
And filter fuch a feaft was made 80 

As heart and lip defire ; 
Withouten hands the diihes fly, 
The glafles with a wi(h come nigh, 

And with a wifh retire. 

But, now to pleafe the faerie king, 85 

Full ev'ry deal they laugh and fing, 

And antick feats devife ; 
Some wind and tumble like an ape, 
And other-fome tranfmute their fhape, 

In Edwin's wond'ring eyes. 90 

Till one at M, that Robin hight, 
(Renown'd for pinching maids by night) 

Has hent him up aloof; 
And full againft the beam he flung, 
Where by the back the youth he hung, 95 

To fpraul unneath the roof. 

From thence, " Reverfe my charm," he crys, 
€€ And let it fairly now fuffice 

" The gambol has been fhown." 
But Oberon anfwers with a {mile, 100 

Content thee Edwin for a while, 

The vantage is thine own. 
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Here ended all the phantome-play ; 
They finelt the frefh approach of day, 

And heard a cock to crow; 105 

The whirling wind that bore the crowd 
Has clap'd the door, and whittled loud 

To warn them all to go. 

Then fcreaming all at once, they fly, 

And all at once the tapers dy ; no 

Poor Edwin falls to floor ; 
Forlorn his ftate, and dark the place, 
Was never wight in fike a cafe 

Through all the land before. 

But foon as Dan Apollo rofe, 115 

Full jolly creature home he goes, 

He feels his back the lefs ; 
His honed tongue and Heady mind 
Had rid him of the lump behind, 

Which made him want fuccefs. 1 zo 

With lufty livelyhed he talks, 
He feems a dauncing as he walks, 

His ftory foon took wind ; 
And beauteous Edith fees the youth 
Endow'd with courage, fenfe, and truth, iaj 

Without a bunch behind. 
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The ftory told, Sir Topaz mov'd, 
(The youth of Edith erft approved) 

To fee the revel (bene : 
At clofe of eve he leaves his home, 130 
And wends to find the ruin'd dome 

All on the gloomy plain. 

As there he bides, it (b befell, 
The wind came rattling down a dell, 

A making feiz'd the wall ; 135 

Up fpring the tapers as before, 
The faeries bragly foot the floor. 

And mufick fills the hall. 

But certes forely funk with woe 

Sir Topaz fees the elphin mow, 140 

His fpirits in him dy : 
When Oberon crys, " A man is near, 
" A mortal paflion, deeped fear, 

" Hangs flagging in the fky. M 



With that Sir Topaz (haplefs youth i) 145 
In accents fault'ring, ay for ruth, 

Intreats them pity graunt ; 
For als he been a miller wight 
$etray'd by wand'ring in the night 

To tread the circled haunt ; 150 
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" Ah lofell vile, at once they roar ; 
" And little fldll'd of faerie lore, 

" Thy caufe to come, we know : 
u Now has thy keftrell courage fell ; 
4€ And faeries, fince a ly you tell, 155 

" Are free to work thee woe." 

Then Will, who bears the wifpy fire 
To trail the fwains among the mire. 

The caitive upward flung 5 
There, like a tortoife in a (hop, 160 

He dangled from the chamber-top, 

Where whilome Edwin hung. 

The revel now proceeds apace, 

' Deftly* they friflc it o'er the place, 

They fit, they drink, and eat ; 16$ 
The time with frolick mirth beguile, 
And poor Sir Topaz hangs the while, 

Till all the rout retreat. 

By this the ftarrs began to wink, 

They ihriek, they fly, the tapers fink, 170 

And down y-drops the knight : 
For never fpell by faerie laid 
With ftrong enchantment bound a glade 

Beyond the length of night. 

^.164. Dcffly. 
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Chill, dark, alone, adreed, he lay, 17J 

Till up the welkin role the day, 

Then deem'd the dole was o'er : 
But wot ye well his harder lot ? 
His feely back the bunch had got 

Which Edwin loft afore. iSs 

This tale a Sybil-nurfe ared j 

She foftly ftrok'd my youngling head, 

And when the tale was done, 
" Thus fome are born, my fon (ftie cries) 
" With bafe impediments to rife, 18; 

•' And fome are bom with none. 

" But virtue can ttfelf advance 

*' To what the fav'rite fools of chance 

" By fortune feem'd defign'df 
" Virtue can gain the odds of fete, 190 

" And from itfelf make off the weight 

" Upon th' unworthy mind." 




RONALD and DORNA; 

BY A HIGHLANDER, TO HIS MISTRESS* 

FROM A LITERAL TRANSLATION 
OF THE ORIGINAL. 

BY AARON HILL, £ S Q^ # 
I. 

C^o me, let us climb Skorr-urran's fnowy top; 

Cold, as it feems, it is lefs cold than you : 
Thin, thro' its (how, thefe lambs its heath-twigs crop % 

Your fnow, more hoftile, ftarves, and freezes, too. 

II. 
What, tho' I lov'd, of late, in Skey's fair ifle, J 

And blufh'd — and bow'd and fhrunk from 

Kenza's eye ! 
All, me had pow'r to hurt with, was her fmile ; 
But 'tis a frown of yours, for which I die. 

III. 
Afk, why thefe herds, beneath us, rufti, fo fail, 

On the brown fea-ware's ftranded heaps, to feed? 
Winter, like you, with-holds their wifh'd repaft, 

And, robb'd of genial grafs, they brouze on weed* 

* Born 1684 ; dyed 1749. 
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IV. 
Mark, with what tuneful hafte Sheleila flows, 

To mix its wid'ning ftream in Donnan's lake! 
Yet ihould fome dam the current's courfe oppofe, 

It mull, per-force, a lefs-lov'd paflage take. i6 

V. 
Born, like your body, for a fpirit's claim, 

Trembling, I wait, unfoul'd, till you infpire i 
God has prepaid the lamp, and bids it flame, 

But you, fair Dorna, have with-held the fire. 

VI. 
High, as yon pine, when you begin to {peak, 

My light'ning heart leaps, hopeful, at the found, 
But, fainting at the fenfe, falls, void, and weak, 

And finks, and faddens, like yon mofly ground* 

VII. 
All that I tafte, or touch, or fee, or hear, 2J 

Nature's whole breadth reminds me but of you: 
Ev'n heav'n itfelf would your fweet likenefs wear, 

If, with its pow'r, you had its mercy too* 
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THE MESSENGER. 



BY THE SAME. 



Go, happy paper! gently (leal, 
. And, foft, beneath her pillow, lie : 
There, in a dream, my love reveal, 
A love, that awe muft, elfe, conceal, 
In iilent doubt, to die. 5 

Should {he, to flames, thy hope confign, 

Thy fufF'ring moment foon expires ; 
A longer pain, alas ! is mine, 
Condemn'd, in endlefs woe, to pine, 
And feel unflack'ning fires. 10 

But, if inclined to hear, and blefs, 
While, in her heart, foft pity ftirs ; 

Tell her— her beauties might compel 

A hermit to forfake his cell, 

And change his heav'n for hers. 15 

Oh ! tell her — were her treafures mine, 
Nature and art would court my aid ; 

The painter's colours want her fhine ; 

The rainbow's brow not half fo fine 
As her fweet eye-lids (hade ! *o 

Vol. I. S 
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By day, the fun might Ipare his iay»; 

No ftar make ev'ning bright ; 
Her op'ning eyes, with iweeter blaze. 
Should meafnre all my muling days. 

And, if (he fleet, 'twere night. 




TO THE RIGHT HONOURABLE THE EARt 

OF WARWICK. 

[ON THE DEATH OF MR. ADDISON.] 
BY THOMAS TICKELL, BSO^* 

If, dumb too long, the drooping Mufe hath ftay'd, 
And left, her debt to Addifon unpaid ; 
Blame not her iilence, Warwick, but bemoan, 
And judge, oh judge, my bofom by your own. 
What mourner ever felt poetic fires ! 5 

Slow comes the verfe that real woe infpires : 
Grief unaffected fuits but ill with art, 
Or flowing numbers with a bleeding heart. 

Can I forget the difmal night, that gave 
My foul's beft part for ever to the grave ! 10 

How filent did his old companions tread. 
By mid-night lamps, the manfions of the dead, 
Thro' breathing ftatues, then unheeded things, 
Thro' rowes of warriors, and thro' walks of kings ! 
What awe did the flow folemn bell infpire ; 15 
The pealing organ, and the pauflng choir ; 

# Bern 1686; ^tt/1740. 
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The duties by the lawn-rob'd prelate pay'd; 
And the laft words, that daft to daft conveyM! 
While fpeechlefs o'er thy doling grave we bead, 
Accept thefe tears, thou dear departed friend, 20 
Oh gone for ever, take this long adieu ; 
And fleep in peace, next thy lov'd Montagu. 

To ftrew frefh laurels let the talk be mine, 
A frequent pilgrim, at thy facred (hrine, 
Mine with true fighs thy abfence to bemoan, 25 
And grave with faithful epitaphs thy ftone. 
If e'er from me thy lov'd memorial part* 
May ihame afflict this alienated heart ; 
Of thee forgetful if I form a fang, 
My lyre be broken, and untun'd my tongue, 30 
My grief be doubled, from thy image free, 
And mirth a torment, unchaftis'd by thee* 

Oft let me range the gloomy ' ailes' alone, 
(Sad luxury ! to vulgar minds unknown) 
•Along the walls where fpeaking marbles fhow 35 
What worthies form the hallow'd mold below : 
Proud names, who once the reins of empire held; 
In arms who triumph'd ; or in arts excelled ; 
Chiefs, grae'd with fears, and prodigal of blood ; 
Stern patriots, who for facred freedom ftood ; 40 
Juft men, by whom impartial laws were given*; 
And faints, who taught, and led, the way to heav'n. 

V. 33. lies. 
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Ne'er to thefe chambers, where the mighty reft, 
§ince their foundation, came a nobler gueft, 
Nor e'er was to the bow'rs of blifs convey M 45 
A fairer fpirit, or more welcome made. 

In what new region, to the juft aflign'd, 
What new employments pleafe th* unbody'd mind? 
A winged Virtue, through th' ethereal fky, 
From world to world umveary'd does he fly, 50 
Or curious trace the long laborious maze 
Of heav'n's decrees, where wond'ring angels gaze? 
Does he delight to hear bold Seraphs tell 
How Michael battel'd, and the Dragon fell ? 
Or, mix'd with milder Cherubim, to glow 55 
In hymns of love, not ill-efTay'd below ? 
Pr doft thou warn poor mortals left behind, 
A talk well fuited to thy gentle mind ? 
Oh, if fomedmes thy fpotlefs form defcend, 
To me thy aid, thou guardian Genius, lend ! 60 
When rage miiguides me, or when fear alarms, 
When pain diftrefles, or when pleafure charms, 
Ip filent whifp'rings purer thoughts impart. 
And torn from 111 a frail and feeble heart ; 
Lead through the paths thy virtue trod before, 65 
'Till blifs mall join, nor death can part us more. 

, That awful form (which, fo ye heav'ns decree, 
Moft (Hll be lov'd and flill deplor'd by me) 
tn nightly virions feldom fails to rife, 
Or, rpus'd by fancy, meets my waking eyet* 70 
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If bufinefs calls, or crouded courts invite, 
Th* unblemifh'd ftatefinan teems to ftrike my fight; 
IF in the ftage I feek to footh my care, 
I meet his foul which breathes in Cato there ; 
If penfive to the rural (hades I rove, 75 

His fhape overtakes me in the lonely grove : 
'Twas there of Juft and Good he reafon'd ftrong, 
Clear'd fome great truth, or rais'd fome fcrious fong ; 
There patient fhow'd us the wife courfe to fleer, 
A candid cenfor, and a friend fevere ; 80 

There taught us how to live ; and (oh ! too high 
The price for knowledge) taught us how to die. 

Thou Hill, whofe brow the antique ftru&ures grace, 
Rear'd by bold chiefs of Warwick's noble race, 
Why, once fo lovM, when-e'er thy bower appears, 
O'er my dim eye-balls glance the fudden tears ! 
How fweet were once thy profpe&s frefh and fair* 
Thy (loping walks, and unpolluted air ! 
How fweet the gloomes beneath thy aged trees, 
Thy noon-tide fhadow, and thy evening breeze! 
His image thy fbrfaken bowers reftore ; 91 

Thy walks and airy profpecls charm no more. 
No more the fummer in thy gloomes allay'd, 
Thy evening breezes, and thy noon-day (hade. 

• From oth£r ills, however fortune frown'd, 95 
Some refuge in the mufe's art I found ; 
Reluctant now I touch the trembling frring, 
Bereft of him, who taught me how to fing ; 
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And thcfc fad accents, murmur'd o'er his urn, 
Betray that abfence, they attempt to mourn. io» 
Oh ! ffluft I then (now freih my bofom bleeds, 
And Craggs in death to Addifon fucceeds) 
The verfe, begun to one loft friend, prolong, 
And weep a fecond in th' unfinilh'd fong ! 

Thefe works divine, which on his death-bed laid. 
To thee, O Craggs, th* expiring Sage convey'd, 
Qreat, but ill-omen'd monument of fame, 
Kor he furviv'd to give, nor thou to claim* 
Swift after him thy focial fpirit flies, 
And clofe to his, how foon ! thy coffin lies, i iq 
Bleft pair ! whofe union future bards ihall tejl 
Jn future tongues : each other's boaft ! farewel. 
Farewel ! whom join'd in fame, in friendfhip try'd, 
No chance could fever, nor the grave divide. 






THE FATAL CURIOSITY* 
BY THE SAME. 

Much had I heard of fair Francelia's name, 
The lavifli praifes of the babler, Fame : 
I thought them fuch, and went prepar'd to pry, 
And trace the charmer with a critick's eye. 
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Rtfolv'd to find fome fault, before nnfpy'd, J 

And difappointed, if bat fatisfy'd. 

Love picrc'd the vaflal bout, that durft rebel, 
And, where a judge was meant, a viflim fell : 
On thofe dear eyes, with iweet perdition gay, 
I gaz'd, at once, my pride and foul away ; i* 
All o'er I felt the lufaous poifon ran. 
And, in a look, the hafiy conqneft won. 

Thus the fond moth around die taper plays. 
And Iports and Butters near the treach'rons blue; 
Ravifli'd with joy, he wings his eager flight, ij 
Nor dreams of ruin in To dear a light ; 
He tempts his fate, and courts a glorious doom, 
A bright deftruftion, and a Aiming tomb. 




RETIREMENT. 

AN ODE. 
*Y THOMAS WARTON THE ELDER.* 

I. 

On beds of daifies idly laid, 
The willow waving o'er my head, 
Now morning on the bending Item 
Hangs the round, and glittering gem ; 
Lull'd by the lapfe of yonder fpring, 5 
Of nature's various charms I fmg : 
Ambition, pride, and pomp adieu ! 
For what has Joy to do with you ? 

II. 

Joy, rofe-lipt Dryad, loves to dwell 
In funny field, or mofly cell, 10 

Delights on echoing hills to hear 
The reaper's fong, or lowing fleer, 
Or view with ten-fold plenty fpread 
The crowded corn-field, blooming mead ; 
While beauty, health, and innocence, 
. Traniport the eye, the foul, the fenfe. 

* Born 1687; dyed 1745. 
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III. 
Not frefco'd roofs, not beds of ftate, 
Kot guards that round a monarch wait, 
Not crowds of flatterers can (care 
From loftieft courts intruding Care : 20 
Midft odours, fplendors, banquets, wine, 
Whilft minftrels found, while tapers fhine, 
In fable ftole fad Care will come, 
And darken the gay drawing-room* 

IV. 
Nymphs of the groves, in green array'd, 
Conduct me to your thickeft (hade, 26 
Deep in the boibm of the vale, 
Where haunts the lonefome nightingale ; 
Where Contemplation, maid divine, 
Leans againft fomc aged pine, 30 

Wrapt in ftedfaft thought profound, 
Her eyes fix'd ftedfaft on the ground. 

V. 

O virtue's nurfe ! retired queen, 
By faints alone and hermits feen, 
Beyond vain mortals' wiihes wife, 35 
Teach me St. James's to defpife ; 
For what are crowded courts, but fchools 
For fops, or hofpitals for fools ? 
Where flaves and madmen, young and old, 
Meet to adore fome calf of gold. 
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A N 

INVOCATION 

T O A 

WATER-NYMPH. 

BY THE SAMS. 

Jr a 1 r pearl-crown'd nymph, whofe gufhing torrent 

laves 
This marble rock with hollow-tinkling waves ; 
Who wont'ft in fecret folitude to dwell, 
On coral beds beneath thy fapphire cell ; 
Whofe virgin-pow'r can break the magic charm, 
Whofe look the black enchanter's hand difarm ; 6 
Whom fwains in neighb'ring vales to fing delight, 
Kind guardian of their flocks from blading fprite ; 
Permit me, goddefs, from thy filver lake, 
With cooling draught my glowing third; to flake I 
So, when thou bath'fr, may no rude fatyr's eye, 
From fome deep brake, thy naked beauties fpy ; 
May no chill blaft the ivied oak invade, 
That o'er thy cavern waves his folemn made* 
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AMERICAN LOVE-ODE. 

TAKEN FROM THE SECOND VOLUME OF 

montagne's ESSAYS. 

BY THE SAME. 

r. 

Stay, flay, thou lovely, fearful (hake, 
Nor hide thee in yon darkfome brake : 
But let me oft thy charms review, 
Thy glittering fcales, and golden hue ; 
From thefe a chaplet (hall be wove, 5 
To grace the youth I deareft love, 

II. 

Then ages hence, when thou no more 
Shalt creep along the funny fhore, 
Thy copy'd beauties mail be feen ; 
Thy red and azure, mix'd with greeny 
In mimic folds thou malt difplay : 
-Stay, lovely, fearful adder, flay. 



•DAMON. 

A PASTORAL** 

[written at the age of sixteen.] 
by alexander pope, esq^* 

to sir william trumbal. 

First in thefe fields I try the fylvan Grains, 
Nor blufli to fport on Windfor's blifsful plains : 
Fair Thames, flow gently from thy facred pring, 
While on thy banks Sicilian Mufes (ing ; 
Let vernal airs through trembling oiiers play, 5 
'And Albion's cliffs refound the rural lay. 

You that, too wife for pride, too good for pow'r, 
Enjoy the glory to be great no more, 
And, carrying with you all the world can boaft, 
To all the world illuftriously are loll ! to 

O let my Mufe her (lender reed infpire, 
Till in your native (hades you tune the lyre : 
So when the Nightingale to reft removes, 
The Thrufti may chant to the forfaken groves, 
But charm'd to filence, Mens while (he fmgs, 15 
And all th' aerial audience clap their wings. 

Soon as the flocks (hook off the nightly dews, 
TwoS wains,whomLove kept wakeful, and the Mufe, 

* Born 1688 ; dyed 1744* 
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Pour'd o'er the whitening vale their fleecy care, 
Frefh as the morn, and as the feafon fair : 20 
The dawn now bkfhing on the mountain's fide, 
Thus Daphnis {poke, and Strephon thus reply'd. 

DAPHNIS. 

Hear how the birds, on every bloomy fpray, 
With joyous niafick wake the dawning day ! 
Why fit we mute, when early linnets fing, 2$ 
When warbling Philomel falutes the fpring ? 
Why fit we fed, when Phofphor fhines fo clear, 
And lavifh Nature paints the purple year r 

STREPHON* 

Sing then, and Damon (hall attend the finds, 
While yon 9 flow oxen turn the furrow'd plain. $0 
. Here the bright crocus and blue vi'let glow ; 
Here weftern winds on breathing rofes blow. 
I'll flake yon' lamb, that near the fountain plays, 
And from the brink his dancing fhade furveys. 

DAPHNIS. 

And I this bowl, where wanton ivy twines, 35 
And fwelling clutters bend the curling vines : 
Four figures rifing from the work appear, 
The various feafbns of the rolling year ; 
And what is that, which binds the radiant fky, 
Where twelve fair figns in beauteous order lie t 
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DAMON. 

Then fing by turns, by turns the Mufes fing, 
Now hawthorns bloflbm, now the daifies fprbg, 
Now leaves the trees, and flow'rs adorn the ground; 
Begin, the vales (hall ev'ry note rebound. 

ITREPHON. 

Infpire me, Phoebus, in my Delia's praife, 45 
tVith Waller's drains, or Granville's moving lays S 
A milk-white bull ihall at your altars Hand, 
That threats a fight, and fpurns the rifing (and* 

DAPHNIS* 

O Love ! for Sylvia let me gain the prize, 
And make my tongue victorious as her eyes ; 50 
No lambs or fheep for vittims I'll impart, 
Thy vi&im, Love, mall be the fhepherd's heart. 

STREPHON. 

Me gentle Delia beckons from the plain, 
Then, hid in lhades, eludes her eager fwain ; 
But feigns a laugh, to fee me fearch around, $5 
And by that laugh the willing fair is found. 

DAPHNIS. 

The fprightly Sylvia trips along the green* 
She runs, but hopes (he does not run unfeen; 
While a kind glance at her purfuer flies, 
How much at variance are her feet and eyes ! 60 
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STREPHdN. 

O'er golden fands let rich Pa&olos flow, 
And trees weep amber on the banks of Po; 
Bleit Thames's fhores the brighteft beauties yiell, 
Feed here my lambs, I'll feek no diftant field. 

DAPHNIS. 

Celeftial Venus haunts Idalia's groves ; 65 
Diana Cynthus, Ceres Hybla loves ; 
If Windfor (hades delight the matchlefs maid, 
Cynthus and Hybla yield to Windfor-fhade. 

STREPHON. 

All nature mourns, the ikies relent in fhow'rs, 
<Hufh'd are the birds, and clos'd the drooping flow'ri; 
If Delia fmile, the flow'rs begin to ipring, 71 
The ikies to brighten, and the birds to fing. 

DAPHNIS. 

All nature laughs, the groves are frefh and fair, 
The fun's mild luftre warms the vital air ; 
k If Sylvia fmiles, new glories gild the more, 75 
And vanquifhM nature feems to charm no more. 

STREPHON. # 

In fpring the fields, in autumn hills I love> ' 
At morn the plains, at noon the fhady grove, 
But Delia always ; abfent from her fight, 
iNor plains at morn, nor groves at noon delight* . 
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DAPHNIS. 

Sylvia's like autumn ripe* yet mild as May, 
More bright than noon, yet frefh as early day ; 
E'en fpring difpleafes, when fhe mines not here ; 
But, blefs'd with her, 'tis fpring throughout the year* 

STRBPHON. 

Say, Daphnis, fay, in what glad foil appears, 
A wondrous Tree that facred Monarchs bears : $6 
Tell me but this, and I'll difclaim the prize, 
And give the conqueft to thy Sylvia's eyes. 

DAPHNIS. 

' Nay> tell me firft, in what more happy fields 
The Thiftle fprings, to which the Lilly yields : 90 
And then a nobler prize I will refign ; 
For Sylvia, charming Sylvia, fhall be thine. 

DAMON. 

Ceafe to contend ; for, Daphnis, I decree, 
The bowl to Strephon, and the lamb to thee : 
Bled Swains, whofe Nymphs in every grace excel ; 
Bleft Nymphs,whofe Swains thofe graces fing fo well ! 
Now rife, and hafle to yonder woodbine bowers, 
A foft retreat from fudden vernal mowers ; 
The turf with rural dainties (hall be crown'd, 
While op'ning blooms difFufe their fweets around. 
For fee ! the gath'ring flocks to fhelter tend, 
And from the Pleiads fruitful fhow'rs defcend. . 

Y«l. I. T 
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TO MRS. M. B. ON HER BIRTH-DAT. 
BY THE SAME. 

Oh be thou bled with all that Heav'n can fend, 
LongHealth, long Youth, longPleafare and aFriend: 
Not with thofe Toys the female world admire, 
Riches that vex, and Vanities that tire. 
With added years if Life bring nothing new, 5 
Bat like a fieve let ev'ry bleffing thro', 
Some joy (till loft, as each vain year runs o'er, 
And all we gain, fome fad Reflection more ; 
Is that a Birth-day? 'tis alas ! too clear, 
Tis but the Fun'ral of the former year. 10 

Let ^oy or Eafe, let Affluence or Content, 
And the gay confcience of a life well fpent, 
Calm ev'ry thought, infpirit ev'ry grace, 
Glow in thy heart, and fmile upon thy face ; 
Let day improve on day, and year on year, 15 
Without a Pain, a Trouble, or a Fear ; 
Till Death unfelt that tender frame deftroy, 
In fome foft dream, or extafy of joy, 
Peaceful fleep out the Sabbath of the Tomb, 
And wake to Raptures in a Life to come. 20 
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EPISTLE 



TO THE SAME. 



ON HER LEAVING THE TOWN AFTER THE 
CORONATION [1715]. 

BY THE SAME. 

A s fome fond Virgin, whom her mother's care 
Drags from the Town to wholefome Country air, 
J uft when (he learns to roll a melting eye, 
And hear a fpark, yet think no danger nigh ; 
From the dear man unwilling (he muft fever ; 5 
Yet takes one kifs before fhe parts for ever : 
Thus from the world fair Zephalinda flew, 
Saw others happy, and with fighs withdrew ; 
Not that their pleafures caus'd her difcontent, 
She %h'd, not that they ftay'd, but that fhe went. 
She went to plain-work, and to purling brooks, 
Old-fafhion'd halls, dull Aunts, and croaking rooks : 
She went from Op'ra, Park, Affembly, Play, 
To morning-walks, and pray'rs three hours a-day ; 
To part her time 'twixt reading and Bohea, 15 
To mufe, and fpill her folitary tea, 
Or o'er cold coffee trifle with the fpoon, 
Count the flow clock, and dine exatt at noo* ; 

T 2 
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Divert her eyes with pi&ures in the fire, 

Ham half a tune, tell dories to the fquire ; 20 

Up to her godly garret after fev'n, 

There ftarve and pray, for that's the way to heav'n. 

Some Squire, perhaps, you take delight to rack; 
Whofe game is Whifk, whofe treat a toaft infack: 
Who vifits with a Gun, prefents you birds, a$ 
Then gives a imacking bufs, and cries,- - No words ! 
Or with his hounds comes hallowing from the liable, 
Makes love with nods, and knees beneath a table; 
Whofe laughs are hearty, though his jefts are coarfe, 
And loves you belt of all things — but his horfe. 

In fome fair ev'ning, on your elbow laid, 31 
You dream of Triumphs in the rural (hade ; 
In penlive thought recall the fancy'd (bene, 
See Coronations rife on every green; 
Before you pafs th' imaginary lights 35 

Of Lords, and Earls, and Dukes, and garter'd 

Knights, 
While the fpread fan oterfhades yonr clofmg eyes ; 
Then give one flirt, and all the vilion flies. - 
Thus vanilh fceptres, coronets, and balls, 
And leave you in lone woods, or empty walls ! 

So when your Slave, at fome dear idle time, 
(Not plagu'd with head-achs, or the want of rhyme) 
Stands in the ftreets, abftra&ed from the crew, 
And while he feeras to fludy, thinks of yoaj 
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Juft when his fancy points your fprightly eyes, 45 
Or fees the blufti of foft Parthenia rife, 
Gay pats my moulder, and you vanifh quite, 
Streets, Chairs, and Coxcombs, rufti upon my fight ;. 
Vext to be (till in town, I knit my brow, 
Look four, and hum a Tune, as you may now. 50 






ELEGY 

TO THE MEMORY OF 

AN UNFORTUNATE YOUNG LADY.* 

BY THE SAME. 

What beck'ning ghoft, along the moon-light 

made, 
Invites my fteps, and points to yonder glade ? 
Tis (he !— but why that bleeding bofom gor'd, 
Why dimly gleams the vifionary fword ? 

* See the Duke of Buckingham's verfes to a Lady defign- 
ing to retire into a Monaftery, compared with Mr. Pope's 
Letters to feveral Ladies, p. 906. She feems to be the fame 
perfon whofe unfortunate death is the fubje& of this poem* 
P. 

T3 
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Oh ever beauteous, ever friendly ! tell, J 

Is it, in heav'n, a crime to love too well ? 

To bear too tender, or too firm a heart, 

To aft a Lover's or a Roman's part ? 

Is there no bright revcrfion in the fky» 

For thofe who greatly think, or bravely die ? 10 

Why bade ye elfe, ye Pow'rs ! her foul afpire 
Above the vulgar flight of low defire ? 
Ambition firft fprung from your bleft abodes ; 
The glorious fault of Angels and of Gods : 
Thence to their images on earth it flows, ij 

And in the breafts of Kings and Heroes glows. 
Moft fouls, 'tis true, but peep out once an age, 
Dull fallen pris'ners in the body's cage : 
Dim lights of life, that burn a length of years, 
Ufelefs, unfeen, as lamps in fepulchres ; 2$ 

Like Eaftern Kings a lazy ftate they keep, 
And, clofe confin'd to their own palace, deep. 

From thefe perhaps (ere nature bade her die) 
Fate fnatch'd her early to the pitying iky. 
As into air the purer fpirits flow, 2$ 

And fep'rate from their kindred dregs below ; 
So flew the foul to its congenial place, 
Nor left one virtue to redeem her Race. 

But thou, falfe guardian of a charge too good, 
Thou, mean deferter of thy brother's blood ! 30 
See on thefe ruby lips the trembling breath, 
Thefe cheeks, now fading at the blaft of death; 
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Cold \a that brtaft which warra'd the world before* 
And thofe love -darting eyes muft roll no more. 
Thus, if Eternal juftice rules the ball, 35 

Thus fhall your wives, and thus your children fall : 
Qn all the line a fudden vengeance waits, 
And frequent herfes (hall befjege your gate$ ; 
There pafiengers (hall ftand, and pointing fay, 
(While the long fun'rals blacken all the way) 49 
Lo ! thefe were they, whpfe fouls the Furies fteePd, 
And curs'd with hearts unknowing how to yield. 
Thus unlaraented pais the proud away, 
The gaze of fools, and pageant of a day ! 
So perifh all, whofe breaft ne'er learn'd to glow 
For others good, or melt at others woe. 46 

What can atone (oh eyer-injur'd ihade ! ) 
Thy fate unpity'd, and thy rites unpaid ? 
No friend's complaint, no kind domeftic tear., 
Pleas'd thy pale ghoft, or graced thy mournful bier; 
By foreign hands thy dying eyes were clos'd, 51 
By foreign hands thy decent limbs compos'd, 
By foreign hands thy humble grave adorn'd, 
By ftrangers honour'd, and by Grangers mourn'd { 
What tho' no friends in fable weeds appear, 55 
Grieve for an hour, perhaps, then mourn a year, 
And bear about the mockery of woe 
To midnight dances, and the public ihow ? 
What tho' no weeping Loves thy afhes grace, 
Nor polifh'd marble emulate thy face ? 60 
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What though no facred earth allow thee room, 
Nor hallow'd dirge be mutter'd o'er thy tomb } 
Yet (hall thy grave with riiing flow'rs be dreft, 
And the green turf lie lightly on thy breaft : 
There (hall the morn her earlieft tears beftow, 65 
There the firft rofes of the year (hall blow ; 
While angels with their filver wings o'erihade 
The ground now facred by thy reliques made. 

So, peaceful refb, without a ftone, a name, 
What once had beauty, titles, wealth, and fame. 
How lov'd, how honour'd, once, avails thee not, 
To whom related, or by whom begot ; 
A heap of dull alone remains of thee, 
Tis all thou art, and all the proud (hall be ! 

Poets themfelves mud fall, like thofe they fung, 
Deaf the prais'd ear, and mute the tuneful tongue. 
Ev'n he, whofe foul now melts in mournful lays, 
Shall ihortly want the gen'rous tear he pays ; 
Then from his doling eyes thy form mail part, 
And the laft pang fhall tear thee from his heart, 
Life's idle bufinefs at one gafp be o'er, 81 

The Mufe forgot, and thou belov'd no more ! 
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THE FIRST SATIRE OF THE SECOND BOqiC 
OF HORACE, IMITATED. 

BY THE SAME. 
TO MR. FORTESCVE. 

There are (I fcarce can think it, but am told) 
There are, to whom my Satire feems too bold : 
Scarce to wife Peter complaifant enough, 
And fomething faid of Chartres much too rough. 
The lines are weak, another's pleas'd to fay, 5 
Lord Fanny fpins a thoufand fuch a day. 
Tim'rous by nature, of the Rich in awe, 
I come to Council learned in the Law ; 
You'll give me, like a friend, both fage and free 
Advice ; and (as you ufe) without a Fee. i» 
JF. I'd write do more. 

P. Not write ? but then I think, 
And for my foul I cannot deep a wink ; 
I nod in company, I wake at night, 
Fools rufh into my head, and fo I writCy 
^ F. You could not do a worfe thing for your lift. 
Why, if the nights feem tedious — take a wife : 
Or rather truly, if your point be reft, 
Lettuce and cowflip-wine ; P robot urn eft* 
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Bat talk with Celfus, Celfus will advife 
Hartfhorn, or fomething that (hall dofe your eyes. 
Or, if you needs mail write, write C& 3 a r's praifc 
You'll gain at leaft a Knighthood ox the Bays, 

P. What ? like Sir Richard, rambling, rough, 
and fierce. 
With Arms, and George, and Brunswick 

crowd the verfe, 
Rend with tremendous found your ears afonder, 
With Gun, Drum, Trumpet, Blanderbnfi, and 

Thunder ? 
Or nobly wild, with BudgelPs fire and force, 
Paint Angels trembling round his railing Horler 

F. Then all your Mufe's fofter arts difplay, 
Let Carolina finooth the tuneful lay, 50 

Lull with Amelia's liquid name the Nine, 
And fweetly flow thro' all the Royal Line. 

P. Alas ! few verfes touch their nicer ear; 
They fcarce can bear their Laureate twice a year; 
And juftly Qjb. s ar fcorns the Poet's lays, 35 
It is to Htftory he trufts for Praife. 

F. Better be Cibber, I'll maintain it ftili, 
Than ridicule all Tafte, blafpheme Quadrille, 
Abufe the City's beft good men in metre, 
And laugh at Peers that put their truft in Peter. 
Ev'n thofe you touch not, hate you. 

P. What fhould ail diem r 

F. A hundred fmart in Timon and in Balaam : 
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The fewer (till you name, you wound the more ; 
Bond is but one, but Harpax is a fcore. 

P. Each mortal has his pleafure ; none deny 45 
Scarfdale his bottle, Darty his hara-pye ; 
Ridotta ftps and dances, till (he fee 
The doubling Luftres dance as fall as me : 
F — loves the Senate, Hockley-hole his brother. 
Like in all elfe as one egg to another. 50 

1 love to pour out all myfelf, as plain 
As downright S h i p p k n , or as old Montagne t 
In them, as certain to be lov'd as feen, 
The Soul flood forth, nor kept a thought within ; 
In me what {pots (for fpots I have) appear, 55 
Will prove at leaft the Medium mud be clear. 
Jn this impartial glafs, my Mufe intends 
Fair to expofe myfelf, my foes, my friends ; 
Publifh the prefent age ; but when my text 
Is Vice too high, referve it for the next : 60 

My foes {hall wilh my life a longer date, 
And ev'ry friend the le£s lament my fate. 
My head and heart thus flowing thro' my quill, 
Verfe-man or Profe-man, term me which you wilf> 
Papiffc, or Proteflant, or both between, 6 j 

Like good Erafmus in an honeft mean, 
In moderation placing all my glory, 
Whilft Tories call me Whig, and Whigs a Tory. 

Satire's my weapon, but I'm too difcreet 
To run a muck, and tilt at all I meet ; 70 
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I only wear it in a land of He&ors, 

Thieves, Supercargoes, Sharpers, and Directors, 

Save but our Army ! and let Jove incruft 

Swords, pikes, and guns, with everlafting ruft. 

Peace is my dear delight — not Fleury's more; 

But touch me, and no Minifter fo fore. 76 

Whoe'er offends, at ibme unlucky time 

Slides into verfe, and hitches in a rhyme, 

Sacred to Ridicule his whole life long, 

And the fad burthen of fome merry fong. 80 

Slander or Poifon dread from Delia's rage, 
Hard words or hanging, if your Judge be Page. 
From furious Sappho fcarce a milder fate, 
P-x'd by her love, or libeil'd by her hate. 
Its proper pow'r to hurt, each creature feels ; 85 
Bulls aim their horns, and Afles lift their heels ; 
'Tis a Bear's talent not to kick but hug ; 
And no man wonders he's not flung by Pug. 
So drink with Walters, or with Chartres eat, 
They'll never poifon you, they'll only cheat. 90 

Then, leaftied Sir ! (to cut the matter ihort) 
Whate'er my fate, or well or ill at Court, 
Whether Old age, with faint but chearful ray, 
Attends to gild the Ev'ning of my day, 
Or Death's black wing already be difplay'd, 95 
To wrap me in the univerfal fhade ; 
Whether the darken'd room to mufe invite, 
Or whiten'd wall provoke the fkew'r to write ; 
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In durance, exile, Bedlam, or the Mint, 

Like Lee or Budgell, I will rhyme and print. 100 

F. Alas young man ! your days can ne'er be long. 
In flow'r of age you perifti for a fong 1 
Plums and Directors, Shylock and his Wife, 
Will club their Tefters, now, to take your life. 

P. What? arm'd for Virtue when I point the pen, 
Brand the bold front of fhamelefs guilty men ; 
Daih the proud Gamefter in his gilded car ; 
Bare the mean Heart that lurks beneath a Star ; 
Can there be wanting, to defend Her caufe, 
Lights of the Church, or Guardians of the Laws ? 
Could penfion'd Boileau laih in honeft ftrain ill 
Flatt'rers and Bigots ev'n in Louis' reign ? 
Could Laureate Dry den Pimp and Fry'r engage, 
Yet neither Charles nor James be in a rage ? 
And I not ftrip the gilding off a Knave, 1 1 5 

Unplaced, unpenfion'd, no man's heir, or flave ? 
I will, or perifh in the gen'rous caufe 5 
Hear this, and tremble ! you, who fbape the Laws. 
Yes, while I live, no rich or noble knave 
Shall walk the world, in credit, to his grave. 1 20 
To Virtue only and her friends a friend, 
The World befide may murmur, or commend. 
Know, all the diftant din that world can keep 
Rolls o'er my Grotto, and but fooths my fleep. 
There, my retreat the beft Companions grace, 
Chiefs out of war, and Statefmen out of place. 
There St. John mingles with my friendly bowl 
The Feafl of Reafon, and the Flow of Soul : 
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And H e # , whofe lightning pierc'd th'Iberian Lines, 
Now forms my Quincunx, and now ranks my Vines, 
Or tames the Genius of the ftubborn plain, 131 
Almoft as quickly as he conquered Spain. 

Envy muft own, I live among the Great, 
No Pimp of pleafure, and no fpy of ftate, 
3Vith eyes that pry not, tongue that ne'er repeats, 
Fond to fpread friendfhips, but to cover heats ; 
To help who want, to forward who excel ; 
This, all who know me, know ; who love me, tell; 
And who unknown defame me, let them be 
Scribblers or Peers, alike are Mob to me. 140 
This is my plea, on this I reft my caufe— 
What faith my Council, learned in the laws ? 

F. Your plea is good ; but (till I fay, beware! 
Laws are explain'd by Men — fo have a care. 
It (lands on record that in Richard's times 145 
A man was hang'd for very honeft rhymes. 
Confult the ftatute : quart. I think, it is, 
Edwardi fextS or prim, et quint. Eli%. 
See Libels, Satires — here you have it — read. 

P. Libels and Satires ! lawlefs tilings indeed ! 
But grave Eptftles, bringing Vice to light, 151 
Such as a King might read, a Bifhop write, 
Such as Sir Robert would approve — 

F. Indeed? 
The Cafe is alter'd — you may then proceed ; 
In fuch a caufe the Plaintiff will be hifs'd, 155 
My Lords the Judges laugh, and you're difmifs'd. 

* E*rl of Peterborough. 
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A PROLOGUE 

TO A PLAT FOR MR. DENNIS'S BENEFIT, 
IN 1733, WHEN HE WAS OLD, BLIND, 
AND IN GREAT DISTRESS, A LIT- 
TLE BEFORE HIS DEATH. 



BT THE SAME, 

As when that Hero, who in each Campaign, 
Had brav'd the Gotb, and many a Fandal (lain, 
Lay Fortune-ftruck, a (pectacle of Woe ! 
Wept by each Friend, fbrgiv'n by every Foe ; 
Was there a gen'rous, a reflecting mind, 5 

Bat pitied Belisarius old and blind? 
Was there a Chief but melted at the Sight ? 
A common Soldier, but who clubb'd his Mite f 
Such, fuch emotions mould in Britons rife, 
When prefs'd by want and weaknefs Dennis lies; 
Dennis, who long had warr'd with modern Huns, 
Their Quibbles routed, and dcfy'd their Puns ; 
A defp'rate Bulwark, flurdy, firm, and fierce 
Againft the Gothic fons of frozen verfe : * 

How chang'd from him who made the boxes groan, 
And (hook the ftage with thunders all his own !. 
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Sinod in> id dalh each run Pretender's hope, 
Mzn] thr Prmch Tyrant, or poll down the Pope! 
If TTieirs a Britn then, trae bred and born, 
Whr halo* Dragoons and wooden (hoes in (corn; 
If therms £ Critic of diftingmnVd rage ; 21 

If there *s a Snow, who contemns this age ; 
hex fcnn to-night his joft rffifiancr lend, 
And he die Griac\ Britm\ Old Mam's Friend. 




EPITAPHS. 



ST THE SAMS. 



ON JAMES CtAGGS, ES<^ 



IK WISTMINSTEI-AIBEY. 



ot at eswak, yet friend to truth ! of foul fincere, 
In a&on faithful, and in honour clear ! 
Who broke no promiie, ferv'd no private end, 
Who gain'd no title, and who loft no friend ; 
Ennobled by himfelf, by all approv'd, 
Prais'd, wept, and honour'd by the Mufe he lov'd* 
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ON MR. ELIJAH FENTON. 
AT BASTHAMSTEAD IN BERKS, 1 730. 

1 h i s modeft ftone, what few vain marbles can, 
May truly fay, Here lies an honeft man : 
A poet, bleft beyond the poet's fate, 
Whom heav'n kept facr,ed from the proud and great : 
Foe to loud praife, and friend to learned eafe, 5 
Content with fcience in the vale of peace, 
Calmly he look'd on either life, and here 
Saw nothing to regret, or there to fear ; 
From nature's temp'rate feaft rofe fatisfy'd, 
Thank'd heav'n that he had liv'd, and that he dy'd. 



ON MR. GAY. 
IN WESTMINSTER-ABBEY, \J$2. 

O f manners gentle, of affections mild. 
In wit, a man ; fimplicity, a child : 
With native humour temp'ring virtuous rage, 
Form'd to delight at once and la(h the age : 
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Above temptation in a low eftate, j 

And uncorrupted, ev'n among the great : 
A fafe companion, and an ttfy friend, 
Unblam'd through life, lamented in thy end. 
Theft are Thy honours ! not that here thy bnft 
Is mix'd with heroes, or with kings thy daft; 10 
But that the worthy and the good fhaD fay. 
Striking their penfive bofoms— Here lie* Gat. 






FABLES. 

*Y JOHN OAT, JtSq,.* 
frTTHAGORAS AND THB COUNTRYMAN* 

Pythagoras fofe at early dawm 

By foaring meditation drawn, 

To breathe the fragrance of the day* 

Through flow'ry fields he took hk way; 

In mufing contemplation warm, 5 

His fteps misled him to a farm, 

Where* cm a ladder's topmoft round, 

A peafant flood ; the hammer's found 

Shook the weak barn. Say, friend, what care 

Calls for thy honed labour there ? 10 

The clown, with Airly voice, replies, 
Vengeance aloud for jultice cries : 
This kite, by daily rapine fed, 
My hen's annoy, my turkey's dread* 
At length his forfeit life hath paid ; 1 j 

See on the wall his wings difplay'd : 
Here nail'd, a terror to his kind, 
My fowls fhall future fafety find, 

• B$rn 1688 s dyed 173a* 

U 2 
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My yard the thriving poultry feed, 

And my barn's refufe fat the breed. 20 

Friend, fays the fage, the«doom is wife ; 
For publick good the murd'rer dies : 
But if thefe tyrants of the air. 
Demand a fentence fo feverc, 
Think how the glutton man devours ; 25 
What bloody feafts regale his hours ! 
O impudence of power and might, 
Thus to condemn a hawk or kite, 
When thou, perhaps, carniv'rous finner, 
Hadft pullets yefterday for dinner ! 30 

Hold, cry'd the clown, with paffion heated* 
Shall kites and men alike be treated ? 
When heav'n the world with creatures ftor'd, 
Man was ordain'd their fov'reign lord* 

Thus tyrants boaft, the Sage reply'd, 35 
Whofe murders fpring from power and pride. 
Own then this manlike kite is flain 
Thy greater luxury to fuftain ; 
For * petty rogues fubmit to fate 
That great ones may enjoy their Jlatt* 40 

♦ Garth's Difpenfary* 



V 



JQAY* 305 



THE POET AND THE ROSE. 

1 hate the man who builds his name 
On ruins of another's fame. 
Thus prudes by characters o'erthrown, 
Imagine that they raife their own : 
Thus fcribblers, covetous of praife, 5 

Think (lander can tranfplant the bays. 
Beauties and bards have equal pride, 
With both all rivals are decry'd. 
Who praifes Lefbia's eyes and feature, 
Muft call her fitter awkward creature ; 10 
For the kind flatt'ry's fure to charm, 
When we fome other nymph difarm. 

As in the cool of early day 
A Poet fought the fweets of May, 
The garden's fragrant treat afcends, 15 

And ev'ry (talk with odour bends : 
A rofe he pluck'd, he gaz'd, admir'd, 
Thus finging, as the Mufe infpir'd. 

* • 

Go, Rofe, my Chloe's bofom grace : 
How happy mould I prove, 20 

Might I fupply that envy'd place 
With never-fading love ! 

There, phoenix-like, beneath her eye, 

Involv'd in fragrance, burn and die ! 
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r, that thou fhalt find 
there; 26 

I fee thy widtfring head reefin'd 

Wkh ciivy and defpair ! 
Ok COMMA fete we both muft prove ; 
Too die with envy, I with love !" 30 

SpSie JtMDT CDBl£MIHiOP^ FOpl j d 

AaaagrjRofe, who grew bende* 

Of all mankind 700 mould not float as ; 

What caa a poet do without us ? 

In cv*ry love4bng Hues bloom ; 35 

We lead you colour and perfume. 

Does it to Qhfee's charms conduce 

To found her prate on our abufe? 

livft we, to flatter her, be made 

To wither, envy, pine, and fade? 30 



THE JUGGLERS. 

A- juggler long through all die town 
Had rais'd his fortune and renown ; 
You'd think (fo far his art tranfeends) 
The devil at his finger's ends. 
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Vice heard his fame, lhe read his bill ; 5 
Convinced of his inferior (kill, 
She fought his booth, and from the croud 
Defy'd the man of art aloud. 

Is this then he fo fam'd for flight ? 
Can this flow bungler cheat your light ? 10 . 
Dares he with me difpute the prize ? 
I leave it to impartial eyes. 

Provok'd, the Juggler cry'd, 'tis done ; 
In fcience I fubmit to none. 
Thus faid. The cups and balls he play'd ; 15 
By turns, this here, that there, convey'd : 
The cards, obedient to his words, 
Are by a fillip turn'd to birds ; 
His little boxes change the grain, 
Trick after trick deludes the train. z% 

He ftiakes his bag, he fhews all fair, 
His fingers fpread, and nothing there, 
Then bids it rain with (bowers of gold, 
And now his iv'ry eggs are told, 
But, when from thence the hen he draws, 25 
Amaz'd (pedators hum applaufe. 

Vice now ftept forth, and took the place, 
With all the forms of his grimace. 

This magick looking-glafs, (he cries, 
(There, hand it round) will charm your eyes. 
Each eager eye the fight defir'd, 3 1 

And ev'ry man himfelf admir'd. 
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Next, to a fenator addreffing, 
See this bank-note ; obferve the blefling : 
Breathe on the bill. Heigh, pais ! 'Tis gone. 
Upon his lips a padlock (hone. 36 

A fecond. puff the magick broke ; 
The padlock vanim'd, and he {poke. 

Twelve bottles rang'd.upon the board 
All full, with heady liquor ftorM, 40 

By clean conveyance difappear, 
And now two bloody fwords are there. 

A purfe fhe to a thief expos'd ; 
At once his ready fingers clos'd ; 
He opes his M, the treafure's fled ; 45 

He fees a halter in its Head. 

She bids Ambition hold a wand : 
He grafps a hatchet in his hand. 

A box of charity (he (hows, 
Blow here ; and a church-warden blows ; 
'Tis vanifh'd with conveyance neat, 5 1 

And on the table fmokes a treat. 

She (hakes the dice, the board (he knocks, 
And from all pockets fills her box. 

She next a meagre rake addreft 55 

This picture fee ; her (hape, her bread ! 
What youth, and what inviting eyes ! 
Hold her, and have her ! With furprife, 
His hand expos'd a box of pills, 
And a loud laugh proclaim'd his ills. 60 
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A counter, in a mifer's hand, 
Grew twenty guineas at command ; 
She bids his heir the Turn retain, 
And 'tis a counter now again. 

A guinea with her touch you fee 6$ 

Take ev'ry ftiapc but charity ; 
And not one thing you faw, or drew, 
But chang'd from what was firft in view. 

The juggler now, in grief of heart, 
With this fubmiflion own'd her art. 70 

Can I fuch matchlefs Height withfland ? 
How practice hath improv'd your hand ! 
But now and then I cheat the throng ; 
Ydu ev'ry day, and all day long. 



TH£ DOG AND THE FOX. 
TO A LAWYER. 

I know you lawyers can, with eafe, 
Twill words and meanings as you pleafe ; 
That language, by your (kill made pliant, 
Will bend to favour ev'ry client ; 
That 'tis the fee directs the fenfe, 5 

To make out either fide's pretenfe. 



1 
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When yon p* iiiol die chair 1 cafe» 
Ton fee k with & dooMe fece ; 
For (Lrpfk'ifiBfs yoor avofewkBi ; 
Ton hold there's doubt m al CMfwefcuH . i# 
TlfCff is Ac bar wkh nses fapplyM, 



Year hand woatd kxve bat paafrry gleaning, 

CbaEd crty mas expecfe bis otcaaiog. 

Who dares prefiwae to pea a deed* 15 

Uolefs yoo ptc i i owdy are feed ? 

Tv drawn; and, to aogoKnt the cck\ 

1b dofl ptolbuiy engraft: 

And bow we're well fecar*d by law. 

Till die Beat brother iod a flaw. 20 

Read o'er a wiD. Was 't erer known 
Bat yoa could make the will your own f 
For, when yoa read, 'tis with intent 
To find oat meanings never meant. 
Since things are thus, ft drfcmdeadi, 25 

I bar fallacious imuenJ*. 

Sagacious Porta's flull could trace 
Some bead or bird in ev'ry face ; 
The head, the eye, the note's fhape, 
Pror'd this an owl, and that an ape; 30 

When, in the (ketches thus defign'd, 
Rcfemblance brings fome friend to mind, 
Yoa (how the piece, and give the hint, 
And find each feature in the print; 
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So monftrous-like the portrait's found, 35 
All know it, and the laugh goes round. 
Like him I draw from gen'ral nature : 
Is't I or you then fix the fatire ? 

So, fir, I beg you, fpare your pains 
In making comments on my drains. 40 

All private (lander I deteft, 
I judge not of my neighbour's bread : 
Party and prejudice I hate, 
And write no libels on the date. 

Shall not my fable cenfure vice, 45 

Becanfe a knave is over-nice ? 
And, left the guilty hear and dread, 
Shall not the Decalogue be read ? 
If I lafh vice in gen'ral fiction, 
Is 't I apply* or (elf-convi&on ? 50 

Brutes are my theme. Am I to blame* 
If men in morals the fame ? 
I no man call or ape or aft ; 
Tis his own confcicnce holds the glafs. 
Thus void of all offence I write : 55 

Who claims the fable, knows his right. 

A (hepherd's Dog, unfkiird in (ports, 
Pick'd up acquaintance, of all forts ; 
Among the reft a Fox he knew ; 
By frequent chat their friendfhip grew. 60 

Says Renard, 'tis a cruel cafe, 
That man (hould (Hgmatize our race. 
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^ r \Vv\ \\\v htittcrt 

\\ U iv'h ^ \Ml d&ttw Oft ** 
U\M> ia\* ^ l>ag r we're 

V vv , . vw^u^ ^ ft fiUfc alarm. 

y y v u.lv* wvKvyu \U market-day ; 
^ vv ^ iw uw; \ vfci& u ^ the way : 

^\< ^s yl W* h«J* ^ysWWi mare) 
Vtauw* iXjb&u* with h^t piratory-ware 
Kvnarvi grew huff. $*** U* A This 
From y ott 1 littlr thought re tour ; 
Your meaning is year looks I 6e« 
Pray, whar/s Daxne Dobbbe* 6kftd» to me? 
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Did I e'er make her poultry thinner ? 
Prove that I owe the dame a dinner* 

Friend, quoth the Cur, I meant no harm ; 
Then why fo captious ? why fo warm ? 
My words, in common acceptation, 95 

Could never give this provocation. 
No lamb (for ought I ever knew) 
May be more innocent than you." 
At this, gall'd Renard winc'd, and fwore 
Such language ne'er was giv'n before. 100 

What's lamb to me r This faucy hint 
Shows me, bafe knave, which way you fquint. 
If ^ other night your mailer loft 
Three lambs, am I to pay the coft ? 
Your vile reflections would imply 105 

That I'm the thief. You dog, you lye. 

Thou knave, thou fool, (the Dog reply'd) 
The name is juft, take either fide ; 
Thy guilt thefe applications fpeak : 
Sirrah, 'tis confcience makes you fqueak. no 

So faying, on the Fox he fliet : 
The felf-convi&ed felon dies. 
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IT TBI IAMB. 



THE DUG £.* 



tOMKINET. CRUBBINOL. 
1UMKINIT. 

Why, Grubbinoi, doft thou fo willful fcemt 
There's farrow in thy look, if right I deem. 
*Tu true, yon oaks with yellow tops appeal. 
And chilly bkfts begin to nip the year ; 
From the tall dm a fhow'r of leaves is bora* 5 
And their loft beauty riven beeches mourn. 
Yet ev*n this feaibn pkaiance blithe affords. 
Now the iquees'd preis foams with our apple hoards. 
Come, let us hye, and quaff a cheery bowl, 
Let cyder new *»n/b jirrww fir*m tbyfcul* 10 

• Dirge, or Dyrge t a mournful ditty, or fong of lamen- 
tation, over the dead ; not a contraction of the Latin Dirtge 
in the Popifh hymn, Dirige grej/us meos, as fome pretend. 
But from the Teutonick Dyrke, Uwdare, to praife and extol. 
Whence it is pofliblc their Dyrke, and our Dirge, was t 
laudatory fong to commemorate and applaud the dead.— 
CrweWt Interpreter* 
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CRUBBINOL. 

Ah, fiumkinet ! fince thou from hence wert gone. 
Prom thcfe fad plains all merriment is flown ; 
Should I reveal my grief 'twould fpoil thy chear. 
And make thine eye o'erflow with many a tear. 

BVMKINKT. 

Hangforrow! Let's to yonder hutt repair, 15 
And with trim fonnets cafi away our care* 
Gillian of Croydon well thy pipe can play ; 
Thou fing'it moil fweet, O'er bills and far away* 
Of Patient Grijel I devife to fing, 
And catches quaint (hall make the vallies ring. 20 
Come, Grubbinol, beneath this fhelter, come ; 
From hence we view our flocks fecurely roam. 

CRUBBINOL. 

Yes, blithefome lad, a tale I mean to fing, 
But with my woe fhall diftant valleys ring. 
The tale fhall make our kidlings droop their head, 
For woe is me !— our Blouzelind is dead. 26 

BUMKINET. 

Is Blouzelinda dead ? farewell my glee ! 
No happinefs is now referv'd for me. 

Line 

15. Incjft, Moffe, friorji quos aut Pbyllldh IgntM 
AutAlconix babes laudcs % aut jurgia Codri % 

17. G/tt, joy; from the Dutch, gftortM, to recreate. 
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As the wood pidgeon cooes without his mate, 
So (hall my doleful dirge bewail her fate, . 30 
Of Blouzelinda fair I mean to tell, 
The peerlefs maid that did all maids excell. 

Henceforth the morn fhall dewy forrow fhed, 
And ev'ning tears upon the grafs be fpread ; 
The rolling dreams with watry grief (hall flow, 3$ 
And winds fhall moan aloud — when loud they bfow. 
Henceforth, as oft as Autumn fhall return* 
The dropping trees* whene'er it rains* fhall mourn; 
The feafon quite fhall ftrip the country's pride* 
For 'twas in Autumn Blouzelinda dy'd. 40 

Where-e'er I gad, I Blouzelind fhall view, 
Woods* dairy, barn, and mows our paffion knew* 
When I direct my eyes to yonder wood* 
Frefli rifing forrow curdles in my blood. 
Thither I've often been the damfel's guide* 45 
When rotten flicks our fuel have fupply'd ; 
There, I remember how her faggots large 
Were frequently thefe happy moulders charge. 
Sometimes this crook drew hazel boughs adown, 
And ftufFd her apron wide with nuts fo brown ; 
Or when her feeding hogs had mifs'd their way, 
Or wallowing 'mid a feaft of acorns lay ; 51 

Th' untoward creatures to the ftye I drove, 
And whittled all the way — or told my love* 
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If by the dairy's hatch I chance to hie, 55 
I ftiall her goodly countenance efpie ; 
For there her goodly countenance I've feen, 
Set off with kerchief ftarch'd and pinners clean. 
Sometimes, . like wax, fhe rolls the butter round* 
Or with the wooden lily prints the pound. 60 
Whilome I've feen her fkim the clouted cream, 
And prefs from fpongy curds the milky ftream. 
But now, alas ! thefe ears fhall hear no more 
The whining fwine furround the dairy door ; 
No more her care fhall fill the hollow tray, 65 
To fat the guzzling hogs with floods of whey. 
Lament, ye fwine, in gruntings fpend your grieC 
For you, like me, have loft your fole relief. 

When in the barn the founding flail I ply, 
Where from her ^eve the chaff was wont to fly, 
The poultry there will feem around to ftand, 71 
Waiting upon her charitable hand. 
No fuccour meet the poultry now can find, 
For they, like me, have loft their Blouzelind. 

Whenever by yon barley-mow I pafs, 75 

Before my eyes will trip the tidy lafs. 
I pitched the (heaves (oh could I do fo now) 
Which fhe in rows pil'd on the growing mow. 
There ev'ry deale my heart by love was gain'd, 
There the fweet kifs my courtfhip has explained. 
Ah Blouzelind ! that mow I ne'er fhall fee, 81 
But thy memorial will revive in me. 

Vol. I, X 
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Lament, ye fields, and rueful 
Henceforth let not the fmelling primrose 
Let weeds, inftead of batter-flowers, appear, S$ 
And meads, inftead of dailies, hemlock bear; 
For cowflips fweet let dandelions fpread ; 
For Blouiclinda, blithfome maid, is dead ! 
Lament, ye fwains, and o'er her grave 
And fpcll ye right this verfe upon her ftone: 
Htrt JiU*utl:*j4i tyts—jflajf alas ! 
&*$% Jbf&trJs— -and rtnembcr flcjb h grafu 
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Albeit thy longs are fweeter to mine ear, 
Than to the thirifcv cattle rivers dear ; 

* 

IV * utter porridge to the lab'ring youth, 95 
Or bun** «nd iugar to the damfel's tooth ; 
Y<K WvhucUik1a*$ name (hall tune my lay, 
Oc % her TU u>g for ever and for aye : 

< \tt uhm4 s&>* / btitsj krjtV fuiiMrms anttu. V 1 f o • 
^ & :+m+*hmjitKitiri & tumtdo f*f*r*dJitt carmen, 

y^. 7*V ttmm c*rwt* **&>> dixint feta, 

X^«w.> /of** j^jfis t* grwmixv .«• jttule per */hm 
i>M»t<> uy**r jUiii<*ttcj£i:m rejtl*gmtre rrtv. 
Xi*s tumtH ouk {Hoavttftt* modo tiSi *«Jira vicijfum 
Din mm y l\ip0ni»tfm* tumm tulltmxt uJ ajfra. 

Vl*0. 

Tmioc. 
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When Blouzelind expir'd, the weather's bell 
Before the drooping flock told forth her knell ; 
The folemn death-watch click'd the hoar fhe dy'd, 
And thrilling crickets in the chimney cry'd ; 
The boding raven on her cottage fate, 
And with hoarfe croaking warn'd as of her fate ; 
The lambkin, which her wonted tendance bred, 
Drop'd on the plains that fatal inftant dead ; 106 
Swarm'd on a rotten dick the bees I fpy'd, 
Which erft I faw when goody Dobfon dy'd. 

How fhall I, void of tears, her death relate, 
When on her darling's bed her mother fate ! no 
Thefe words the dying Blouzelinda fpoke, 
And of the dead let none the will revoke* 

Mother, quoth fhe, let not the poultry need, 
And give the goofe wherewith to raife her breed ; 
Be thefe my filler's care — and every morn 1 1 5 
Amid the ducklings let her fcatter corn ; 
The fickly calf that's hous'd, be fure to tend, 
Feed him with milk, and from bleak colds defend. 
Yet e'er I die — fee, mother, yonder fhelfi 
There fecretly I've hid my worldly pelf. 1 20 

Twenty good (hillings in a rag I laid ; 
Be ten the parfon's, for my fermon paid. 
The reft is yours — My fpinning-wheel and rake 
Let Su(an keep for her dear lifter's fake ; 
My new ftraw hat, that's trimly lin'd with green, 
Let Peggy wear, for (he's a damfel clean. 126 
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My leathern bottle, long in harvefts try'd, 
Be Grubbinol's — this filver ring befide : 
Three filver pennies, and a nine-pence bent, 
A token kind to Bumkinet is fent. 130 

Thus fpoke the maiden, while the mother cry'd; 
And peaceful, like the harmlefs lamb, fhe dy\L 

To (how their love, the neighbours far and near 
Follow'd with willful look the damfel's bier. 
Sprigg'd rofemary the lads and lades bore, 13; 
While, difmally the parfon walk'd before. 
Upon her grave their rofemary they threw, 
The daifie, butter-flower, and endive blue. 

After the good man warn'd us from his text, 
That none could tell whofe turn would be the next ; 
He faid, that heav'n would have her foul no doubt, 
And fpoke the hour-glafs in her praife — quite out. 

To her fweet mem'ry flow'ry garlands ftrung, 
O'er her now empty feat aloft were hung. 
With wicker rods we fenc'd her tomb around, 145 
To ward from man and bead the hallow'd ground ; 
Left her new grave the parfon's cattle raze, 
For both his horfe and cow the church-yard graze. 

Now we trudg'd homeward to her mother's farm, 
To drink new cyder muli'd, with ginger warm. 
For gaffer Tread-well told us, by the by, 151 
ILxccJJive forrovt) is exceeding dry. 
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While bulls bear horns upon their curled brow, 
Or lafles with Toft ftroakings milk the cow ; 
While paddling ducks the Handing lake defire, 
Or batt'ning hogs roll in the finking mire ; 156 
While moles the crumbled earth in hillocks raife ; 
So long {hall fwains tell Blouzelinda's praife. 

Thus wail'd the louts, in melancholy drain, 
Till bonny Sufan fped acrofs the plain. 160 

They feiz'd the lafs in apron clean array'd, 
And to the ale-houfe fbrc'd the willing maid ; 
In ale and kifles they forget their cares, 
And Sufan Blouzelinda's lofs repairs. 



THE FLIGHTS. 



BOWZYBEUS. 



Sublime r (trains, O ruftick Mufe, prepare* 
Forget a-while the barn and dairy's care ; 
Thy homely voice to loftier numbers raife, 
The drunkard's flights require fonorous lays ; 
With Bowzybeus' fongs exalt thy \erfe, 5 

While rocks and woods the various notes rehearfe. 

Line 

1 53. Dumjuga month apcr, fttvhx dun fifth amaiit, 

Dumque tbymo pafcentur apet t dttm rore ctcsd*, 

Semfir &$**t 9 nomenque tuum % laudefque maintbunt. 

Virc. 
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'Twas in the feafon when the reaper's toil 
Of the ripe harveft *gan to rid the foil ; 
Wide through the field was feen a goodly rout, 
Clean damfels bound the gather'd (heaves about; 
The lads with fharpen'd hook, and fweating brow, 
Cut down the labours of the winter plow. 
To the near hedge young Sufan fteps afide, 
She feign'd her coat or garter was unty'd ; 
What-e'er (he did, fhe ftoop'd adown unfeen, 15 
And merry reapers, what they lift, will ween. 
Soon fhe rofe up, and cry'd with voice fo (hrill, 
That Eccho anfwer'd from the diftant hill; 
The youths and damfels ran to Sufan's aid, 
Who thought fome adder had the lafs difmay'd. 

When faft afleep they Bowzybeus fpy'd, 21 
His hat and oaken ftaiF lay clofe beiide ; 
That Bowzybeus who could fweetly fing, 
Or with the rozin'd bow torment the firing ; 
That Bowzybeus who with finger's (peed 25 

Could call foft warblings from the breathing reed; 
That Bowzybeus who, with jocond tongue* 
Ballads and roundelays and catches fung* 
They loudly laugh to fee the damfel's fright* 
And in difport furround the drunken wight- 30 

Ah, Bowzybee, why didft thou flay fo long ? 
The mugs were large, the drink was wondrous ftrong! 
Thou fhould'ft have left the fair before 'twas night ; 
But thou fat'fl toping till the morning light. 

Li . 2 2 . Sirta prteuJ tantum Cafiti dtlaffa jacthtmt* Vi & e • 
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Cic'Iy, bride maid, fteps forth before the rout, 
And kifs'd with fmacking lip the fnoring lout : 
For cuftom fays, Wbo-fer this venture proves, 
For fitch a kifs demands a pair of gloves* 
By her example Dorcas bolder grows, 
And plays a tickling draw within his nofe. 40 
He rubs his noftril, and in wonted joke 
The fneering fwains with ftamm'ring fpeech befpoke : 
To you, my lads, I'll fing my carrols o'er, 
As for the maids, — I've fomething elfe in flore. 

No fooner 'gan he raife his tuneful fong, 45 
But lads and lafles round about him throng. 
Not ballad-finger plac'd above the crowd 
Sings with a note fo ftirilling fweet and loud ; 
Nor parifh-clerk, who calls the pfalm fo clear, 
Like Bowzybeus fooths th' attentive ear. 50 

Of nature's laws his carrols firft begun, 
Why the grave owl can never face the fun. 
For owles, as fwains obferve, deteft the light, 
And only fing, and feek their prey by night. 

Line 
40. Sanguineh f rent em merit &f tempora pinglt* 

43. Carmlna qu* vu/tis, cognofcite % carmlna vobh \ 

Huic aliud mercedis erit. 
45. Nee tantum Pbatbo gattdet "Pamajfta rupes; 

Nee tantum Rbodope mirantur &f lfmarus Orpbea. 

VlRO. 

51. Our fwain had poftibly read Tuflcr, from whence 
lie might have collected thefe philofophical obfervationa: 

Namque canebat, uti magnum per inane eoaela, Sec. 

ViR« 
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How turnips hide their fwelling heads below; 55 
And how the doling colworts upwards grow; 
How Will-a-wifp mis-leads night-faring clowns 
O'er hills, and finking bogs, and pathlefs downs. " 
Of liars he told that (hoot with fhining trail, 
And of the glowe-worin's heat that gilds his tail. 
He fung where wood-cocks in the fummer feed. 
And in what climates they renew their breed ; 
Some think to northern coafts their flight they tend, 
Or to the moon in midnight hours afcend 
Where fwallows in the winter's feafon keep, 6$ 
And how the drowfie bat and dormoufe deep : 
How nature does the puppy's eyelid dole, 
Till the bright fun has nine times fet and rofe. 
For huntfmen by their long experience find, 
That puppys (till nine rolling funs are blind. 70 

Now he goes on, and fings of fairs and fhows, 
For flill new fairs before his eyes arofe. 
How pedlars flails with glitt'ring toys are laid, 
The various fairings of the country-maid. 
Long filken laces hang upon the twine, 75 

And rows of pins and amber bracelets fhine ; 
How the tight lafs, knives, combs, and fciflars fpys, 
And looks on thimbles with defiling eyes. 
Of lott'ries next with tuneful note he told, 
Where filver fpoons are won, and rings of gold. 
The lads and lafTes trudge the flreet along, 8 1 
And all the fair is crouded in his fong. 
The mountebank now treads the flage, and fells 
His pills, his balfams, and his ague-fpells ; 
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Now o'er and o'er the nimble tumbler fprings, 85 
And on the rope the vent'rous maiden fwings ; 
Jack Pudding in his parti-coloured jacket 
Tofles the glove, and jokes at ev'ry packet. 
Of raree-fhows he fung, and Punch's feats, 
Of pockets pick'd in crowds, and various cheats. 

Then fad he fung the Children in the Wood: 
Ah, barb'rous uncle, ftain'd with infant blood i 
How blackberrys they pluck'd in defarts wild, 
And fearlefs at the glittering fauchion fmil'd ; 
Their little corps the robin-rcd-breafts found, 95 
And ftrow'd with pious bill the leaves around. 
Ah gentle birds ! if this verfe lafls fo long, 
Your names fhall live for ever in my fong. 

For Buxom Joan he fung the doubtful ftrife, 
How the fly failor made the maid a wife. - 100 

To louder {trains he rais'd his voice, to tell 
What woeful wars in Chevy-chace befell, 
When Piercy drove the deer with hound and horn % 
Wars to be wept by children yet unborn ! 
Ah With'rington, more years thy life had crown'd, 
If thou had'ii never heard the horn or hound ! 
Yet (hall the Squire, who fought on bloody (lumps, 
By future bards be wail'd in doleful dumps. 

Line 
97. Fortunati ambo, Jl quid mea carmina pojfunt, 

Nulla dies unquam memori vos eximet *vo. 

VlRC. 

99. A Song in the comedy of Love for Love, beginning 
A Soldier and a Sailor, Sec. 
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THE BIRTH OF THE SQUIRE. 
AN ECLOGUE. 

IN IMITATION OF THE POLLIO OF VIROlL. 

m 

BY THE SAMS. 

Ye fylvan Mufes, loftier (trains recite, 
Not all in fhades and humble cotts delight. 
Hark ! the bells ring ; along the diftant grounds 
The driving gales convey the (Welling founds ; 
Th* attentive fwain, forgetful of his work, 5 

With gaping wonder, leans upon his fork. 
What fudden news alarms the waking morn? 
To the glad Squire a hopeful heir is born. 
Mourn, mourn, ye flags, and all ye beads of chace; 
This hour deftru&ion brings on all your race : 10 
See the pleas'd tenants duteous ofPrings bear. 
Turkeys and geefe, and grocers fweeteft ware ; 
With the new health the pond'rous tankard flows, 
And old Odtober reddens ev'ry nofe. 
Beagles and fpaniels round his cradle (land, i{ 
Kifs his moid lip, and gently lick his hand. 
He joys to hear the fhrill horn's echoing founds, 
And learns to lifp the names of all the hounds* 
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With frothy ale to make his cup overflow, 
Barley fhall in paternal acres grow ; 20 

The bee mail tip the fragrant dew from flow*rs, 
To give metheglin for his morning hoars ; 
For him the clu:tring hop (hall climb the poles, 
And his own orchard fparkle in his bowls. 

His Sire's exploits he now with wonder hears, 
The monfbous tales indulge his greedy ears ; 26 
Hon*, when youth fining his nerves, and wann*d 

his veins, 
He rode the mighty Nimrod of the plains. 
He leads the flaring infint through the hall, 
Points out the horny (poils that grace the wall ; 30 
Tells, how this ftag through three whole countys 

fied, 
What rivers (warn, where bay*d, and where he bled. 
Now he the wonders of the fox repeats, 
Describes the deip'rate chace, and all his cheats ; 
How in one day, beneath his furious (peed, 3^ 
He tir'd feven courfers of the fleeteft breed ; 
How high the pale he leapt, how wide the ditch, 
When the hound tore the haunches of the * witch ! 
Theie (lories, which defcend from fon to ion, 
The forward boy (hall one day make his own. 40 

* The rood common accident to Sportfincn ; to boat a 
witch in the flupc of a hare. 
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Ah, too fond mother, think the time draws nigh, 
That calls the darling from thy tender eye ; 
How (hall his fpirit brook the rigid rules, 
And the long tyranny of grammar-fchools ? 
Let younger brothers o'er dull authors plod, 45 
Lafh'd into Latin by the tingling rod ; 
No, let him never feel that fmart difgrace : 
Why mould he wifer prove than all his race ? 

When rip'ning youth with down o'crfhades hi* 
chin, 
And ev'ry female eye incites to (in ; 50 

The milk-maid ( though tlefs of her future (hame) 
With fmacking lip (hall raife his guilty flame ; 
The dairy, barn, the hay-loft, and the grove, 
Shall oft' be confeious of their ftolen love. 
But think, Prifcilla, on that dreadful time, 5 J 
When pangs and watry qualms mall own thy crime* 
How wilt thou tremble, when thy nipple's preft, 
To fee the white drops bathe thy fwelling breaft ! 
Nine moons (hall publickly divulge thy fhame, 
And the young Squire foreflall a father's name. 

When twice twelve times the reaper's fweeping 
hand 
With levell'd harvefts has beftrown the land ; 
On fam'd St. Hubert's feaft, his winding horn 
Shall cheer the joyful hound, and wake the morn I 
This memorable day his eager (peed 65 

Shall urge with bloody heel the rifing Heed. 
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Think on the mi (chiefs which from hence have 

fprung ! 
It arms with caries dite the wrathful tongue ; 
Foul fcandal to the lying lip affords, 9; 

And prompts the mem'ry with injurious words. 
O where is wifdom when by this o'erpower'd ? 
The flate is cenfurM, and the maid deflowcr'd ! 
And wilt thou Hill, O Squire, brew ale fo ftrongl 
Hear then the dictates of prophetic fong. 100 

Methinks I fee him in his hall appear. 
Where the long table floats in clammy beer, 
'Midi* mugs and glalTes (liatter'd o'er the floor. 
Dead -drunk, his fervile crew fupinely fnore; 
Triumphant o'er the proftrate brutes he (lands, 
The mighty bumper trembles in his hands ; 
Boldly he drinks, and, like his glorious Sires, 
In copious gulps of potent ale expires. 




6N THE SETTING UP MR. SUTLER'S MONU- 
MENT IN WESTMINSTER-ABBEY. 

BY SAMUEL WESLEY.* 

Wh ile Butler, needy wretch ! was yet alive, 

No gen'rous patron would a dinner give : 

See him, when ftarv'd to death and turn'd to dnft, 

Prefented with a monumental buft ! 

The poet's fate is here in emblem fhown, { 

He afk'd for bread, and he receiv'd a done. 






EPIGRAM, FROM THE GREEK. 



BY THE SAME. 



A blooming youth lies buried here, 
Euphemius, to his country dear : 
Nature adorn'd his mind and face 
With ev'ry mufe, and ev'ry grace : 
About the marriage Hate to prove, 5 

But Death had quicker wings than Love. 

* Born 1690; dyed 1739* 



THE INVITATION. 

BY WILLIAM HINCHLIFFE.* 

\J come, Lavinia, lovely maid, 
Said Dion, flretch'd at eafe, 

Beneath the walnut's fragrant made; 

A fweet retreat ! by nature made 
With elegance to pleafe. 5 

O leave the court's deceitful glare, 

Loath'd pageantry and pride ; 
Come tafte our folid pleafures here, 
Which angels need not blufh to mare, 
And with blefs'd men divide, 10 

What raptures were it in thefe bow*rs, 

Fair virgin* ehafte and wife, 
With thee to lofe the learned hours, 
And note the beauties in thefe flowers, 
Conceal'd froiri vulgar eyes ! 1 5 

For thee my gaudy garden blooms, 

And richly colour'd glows ; 
Above the pomp of royal rooms, 
Or purpled works of Perfian looms* 
Proud palaces difclofe. 20 

* Bern 1692; dyed 1749. 

Vol. I. Y 
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Haftc, nymph, nor let me figh in vain* 

Each Grace attends on thee ; 
Exalt my blifs, and point my ilrain. 
For Love and Truth are of thy train, 

Content and Harmony. 




THE 

BASTARD, 
Inscribed, with all due reverence, f 6 

MRS. BRETT, 

ONCE COUNTESS OF MACCLESFIELD. 

BY RICHARD SAVAGE.* 

Decet bac dare dona nwertam* Ov. Met. 

I n gayer hours, when high my fancy ran, 
The mufe, exulting, thus her lay began. 

Bieft be the Ballard's birth ! thro 9 wond'rous 
ways, 
He fhines eccentric like a comet's blaze t 
No fickly fruit of faint compliance He ! $ 

He ! ftampt in nature's mint of ecftafy ! 
He lives to build, not boaft a generous race : 
No tenth tranfmitter of a foolifh face. 
His daring hope, no lire's example bounds ; 
His firfl-born lights, no prejudice confbundi. 10 

* Born 1698; dyed 1743. 

Y 2 



340 SAVAGE* 

He, kindling from within, requires no flairie i 
He glories in a Ballard's glowing name. 

Born to himfelf, by no pofleffion led, 
tn freedom fofter'd, and by fortune fed ; 
Nor guides, nor rules, his fov'reigrf choice control, 
His body independent as his foul ; 16 

Loos'd to the world's wide range— enjoin'd no ainv 
Prefcrib'd no duty, and affign'd no name : 
Nature's unbounded fon, he Hands alone, 
His heart unbiafs'd, and his mind his own* , 20 

O Mother, yet no Mother I — 'tis to you, 
My thanks for fuch diftinguifh'd claims are due. 
You, unenflav'd to Nature's narrow laws, 
Warm championefs for freedom's facredcaufe, 
From all the dry devoirs of blood and line, 25 
From ties maternal, moral and divine, 
Difcharg'd my grafping foul ; pufh'd me from fhorej 
And launch'd me into life without an oar* 

What had I loft, if conjugally kind, 
By nature hating, yet by vows confin'd, 30 ' 

Untaught the matrimonial bands to flight, 
And coldly confcious of a hufband's right, 
You had faint-drawn me with a form alone, 
A lawful lump of life by force your own ! 
Then, while your backward will retrench'd defire, 
And unconcurring fpirits lent no fire, 36 

1 had been born your dull, domeftic heir, 
Load of your life, and motive of your care ; 
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Peshaps been poorly rich, and meanly great, 
The flave of pomp, a cypher in the ftate ; 40 
Lordly neglectful of a worth unknown, 
And flumb'ring in a feat, by chance my own. 

Far nobler bleflings wait the Baftard's lot ; 
Conceiv'd in rapture, and with fire begot ! 
Strong as neceffity, he darts away, 45 

Climbs againft wrongs, and brightens into day. 
. Thus unprophetic, lately mifinfpir'd, 
I fung : gay flutt'ring hope, my fancy fir'd ; 
Inly feoure, thro* confcious fcom of ill, 
Nor taught by wifdom, how to ballance will, 50 
loathly deceived, I faw no pits to (hun, 
But thought to purpofe and to act were one ; 
Heedlefs what pointed cares pervert his way 
Whom caution arms not, and whom woes betray ; 
But now exposed, and flirmking from diftrefs, 55 
I fly to fhelter, while the tempefts prefs ; 
My Mufe to grief refigns the varying tone. 
The raptures languifh, and the numbers groan. 

O memory ! thou foul of joy and pain ! 
Thou actor of our paffions o'er again ! • 6p 

Why doll thou aggravate die wretch's woe ? 
Why add continuous fmart to ev'ry blow ? 
Few are my joys ; alas ! how foon forgot ! 
On that kind quarter thou invad'it me not : 
While fharp, and numberlefs my forrows fajl; 6 J 
Yet thou repeat'ft, and multiply'!* 'em all 1 
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Is chance a guilt ? that my difaft'rous heart* 
For mifchief never meant, moil ever (mart ? * 
Can felf-defence be fin ? — Ah, plead no more ! 
What tho* no purpos'd malice ftain'd thee o'er I 
Had heav'n befriended thy unhappy fide, 
Thou hacTft not beenprovok'd— or thou had'ft died, 

Far be the guilt of homefhed blood from all 
On whom, unfought, embroiling dangers fall ! .. 
Still the pale Dead revives, and lives to me, 75 
To me ! thro- Pity's eye condemn'd to fee. 
Remembrance veils his rage, but fwells his fate ; 
Griev'd I forgive, and am grown cool too late. 
Young and unthoughtful then ; who knows, one day, 
What ripening virtues might have made their way \ 
He might have liv'd, till folly died in fhame* 81 
Till kindling wifdom felt a thirft for fame,. 
He might perhaps his country's friend have prov'd; 
Both happy, gen'rous, candid and belov'd. 
He might have fav'4 fome worth, now doom'd tQ 

fall ; 
And I, perchance, in him, have murder'd alL 

O fate of late repentance ! always vain : 
Thy remedies but lull undying pain. 
Where fhall my hopes find reft ? — No Mother's care 
Shielded my infant innocence with pray'r : 90 

* In afudden broil at a coffee-houfe the author had killed 

a man ; for tuhofe murder he had been tryed, convi&ed, and 

fentenced\ but, on the queens intcrceJpon f had obtained hi* 
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No Father's guardian hand my youth maintain'jd, 
Call'd forth my virtues, or from vice reftrain'd. 
Is it not thine to fnatch fome pow'rful arm, 
Firft to advance, then fkreen frbm future harm ? 
Am I return'd from death, to live in pain ? 95 
Or wou'd Imperial Pity fave in vain ? 
Diftruft it not-*— What blame can Mercy find, 
Which gives at once a life, and rears a mind ? 

Mother, mifcall'd, farewell — of foul fcvere,* 
This fad reflection yet may force one tear : iQp 
All I was wretched by to you I ow'd, 
Alone from ftrangers ev'ry comfort flow'd ! 

Loft to the life you gave, your Son no more, 
And now adopted, who was doom'd before, 
New-born, I may a nobler Mother claim, 115 
But dare not whifper her immortal name ; 
Supremely lovely, and ferenely great ! 
^MajefHc Mother of a kneeling State ! 
Qu e e n of a People's hearts, who ne'er before 
Agreed — yet now with one confent adore ! 12Q 
One conteft yet remains in this defire, 
Who moft mail give applaufe, where all admire. 

* This " wretch, who bad without fcruple proclaimed 
her/elf an adulterefs, bad firft endeavoured tofiarve berfbn, 
then to tranffort hint, and afterwards to bang him" S<t 
\be autbors Life admirably written by Dr. Jobnfon, 
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EPITAPH 



ON A YOUNG LADY, 



BY THE SAME. 



\J l o s ' d are thqfe eyes, that beam'd feraphic fire ) 
£old is that breaft, which gave the world defire ; 
Mute is the voice where winning foftnefs warm'd, 
Where mufic meljed, and where wifdom chann'd, 
And lively wit, which decently confin'd, 5 

No prude e'er thought impure, no friend unkind, 
f ou'd modeft knowledge, f^ir untriiUng youthj 
Perfuafive reafon and endearing truth, 
Cou'd honour, {hewn in friendfhips mod refin'd* 
And fenfe, that fhields th' attempted virtuous mind^ 
The fecial temper never known to iirife* 
The heightening graces that emhelliih life ; 
Could thefe have e'er the darts of death defied, 
Never, ah ! never had Melinda t 4ied; 
Nor can (he die— ev'n now furvives her name, 15 
{mmortaliz'd by friendfhip, love* and f^me n 




[UPON THE BISHOP OF ROCHESTER^ 
BANISHMENT, IN I723.] 

BY PHILIP, DUKE OF WHARTON,* 

I. 

A s o'er the fwelling ocean's tide 

An exile Tully rode, 
The bulwark of the Roman (late. 

In a&, in thought, a god, 
The faored Genius of majeftick Rome 5 
Pefcends, and thus laments her patriot's doom* 

II. 
Farewel, renown'd in arts, farewel, 

Thus conquer'd by thy foe, 
Of honours and of friends depriv'd. 

In exile muft thou go : 10 

Yet go content ; thy look, thy will fedate* 
Thy foul fuperior to the (hocks of fete, 

HI. 
Thy wifdom was thy only guilt, 

Thy rirtue thy offence ; 
With godlike zeal thou didft efpoufe 

Thy country's juft defence : 15 

No fordid hopes could charm thy fteady foul, 
No fears, nor guilty numbers could controul, 

• Bern 1699 ; dyed 1 731 • 
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IV. 
What tho* the nobleft patriots flood 

Firm to thy (acred caufe, $0 

What tho* thou couldil difplay the force 

Of rhet'rick and of laws, 
J"Jo eloquence, no reafons could repel 
Th' united ftrength of C l o d i u s *, and of hell. 

V. 

Thy mighty ruin to effeft «2.5 

What plots have been devis'd ! 
What arts, what perjuries been usM ! 

What laws and rites defpis'd ! 
How many fools and knaves by bribes allurM, 
And witnefles by hopes and threats fecur'd I 

• 

VI. 

And yet they ad their dark deceit 

Veil'd with a nice difguife, 
And form a fpecious fhew of right 

From treachery and lies ; 
With arbitrary pow'r the people awe, 3$ 
And coin unjuft oppreffion into law. 

* ....Clod 1 us, who procur'd the banifhment of Ci- 
cero, was a lewd Roman fenator, and made tribune of 
the people. That great orator was afterwards recall'd by 
Pompey, and Clodius was killed by Milo, a perfon of 
confular dignity; which the genius of Rome, in the two 
lad ftanzas, is here made particularly to point at, as in a 
prophetick manner, the tharaEUr is intended for fir Rofcrt 
fFalpoIe. 



DUKE OF WHARTON, tyj 

VII. 
Let Clodius now in grandeur reign, 

Let him exert his pow'r, 
A (hort-liv'd monfter in the land, 

The monarch of an hour ; 40 

Let pageant fools adore their wooden god. 
And a& againft their fenfes at his nod, 

VIII. 
Pierc'd by an untimely hand 

To earth (hall He defcend, 
Tho' now with gaudy honours cloath'd, 

Inglorious in his end. 
Bleft be the man who does his pow'r defy, 
And dares or truly Speak, or bravely Die. 




OK THE DEATH OF A YOUNG GENTLEMAN, 
BY CHRISTOPHER PITT.* 

W^ith joy, bleft youth, we faw thee re^ch thy 

goal; 
Fair was thy frame, and beautiful thy foul ; 
The Graces and the Mufes came combin'cb 
Thefe to adorn the body, thofe the mind ; 
'Twas thjtre we faw the fofteft manners meet, 5 
Truth, fweetnefs, judgment, innocence, and wit. 
So form'd, he flew his race ; 'twas quickly wo» ; 
'Twas but a ftep, and finifh'd when begun. 
Nature herfelf furpriz'd would add no more, 
His life compleat in all its parts before ; 10 

But his few years with pleafing wonder told, 
By virtues, not by days ; and thought him old. 
So far beyond hk age thofe virtues ran, 
That in a boy fhe found him more than man. 
For years let wretches importune the fkies, 
Till, at the long expence of anguifh wife, 
They live to count their days by miferies. 
Thofe win the prize, who fooneft run the race> 
And life burns brighteft in the fhorteft fpace. 

* Born 1699; dyed 1748. 



UTTi 34^ 

So to the convex glafa embody'd run, so 

Drawn to a point, the glories of the fun; 
At once the gathering beams intcnfely glow. 
And through the ftreighten'd circle fiercely flow : 
In one ftrong flame confpire the blended rays. 
Run to a fire, and croud into a blaze. 15 




SdN»Bt. 

TO JOHN CLER.EE, ESQ. 
BY THOMAS EDWARDS, ESO^.* 

Vf iselt, O Clerke* enjoy thcprefent hour* 
" The prefent hour is all the time we have," 

High God the reft has plac'd beyond our power, 
Confign'd, perhaps, to grief — or to the grave* 

Wretched the man who toils ambition's flave ; 5 
Who pines for wealth, or fighs for empty fame ; 

Who rolls in pleafures which the mind deprave, 
Bought with fevere remorfe, and guilty (hame* 

Virtue and Knowledge be our better aim ; 

Thefe help us 111 to bear, or teach to fhun ; 1 
Let Friendfhip chear us with her gen'rous flame* 

Friend (hip, the fum of all our joys in one : 
So (hall we live each moment fate has given, 
How long, or fhort, let us refign to Heaven* 

# Morn 1699; Jjed 17^7. 



CORkECTIOftS. 

•/•89* l»$*for ccv'n read •even.* 
an. (note J for t batcher read tbrajber, 
sa8. (note) for * Margareta* read « Margarita.' 
a6a. (note) after Mores Dialogues, add or Hotve/fs 
Letters, 
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